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Optima  Anni 

During  the  Christmas  Term  a  competition  was  held  in  the  Senior  School  to  produce  a  name  for 
the  Balmoral  Hall  Magazine.  From  about  forty  varied  entries,  the  Magazine  Executive  chose 
"Optima  Anni",  The  Best  Things  of  the  Year,  submitted  by  Betty  Nichol. 


EDITORIAL 


"Optima  Anni" 


At  last  we  have  given  a  name  to  our  Magazine  and  for  young  readers  and  non-Latin  scholars  I 
translate — "The  Best  Things  of  the  Year". 


Whether  in  Nursery  School  or  Grade  Twelve,  each  of  us  has  her  own  conception  of  the  best  things 
that  happened  this  year  at  Balmoral  Hall.  It  may  be  that  hundred  per  cent  in  mathematics,  that 
wonderful  Graduation  Dance,  or  even  that  place  on  the  Basketball  Team.  Our  Magazine,  with  the 
innovation  of  a  title  this  year,  is  a  review  of  all  these  commendable  events. 


But  the  very  BEST  thing  for  Balmoral  Hall,  and  so  for  us,  is  our  new  building.  As  we  go  to  press 
I  look  at  bulldozers,  cement  mixers,  boiling  tar,  great  lumps  of  mud,  and  piles  of  gravel.  What  a 
contrast  to  the  architect's  drawing!  But  the  drawing  is  to  be  a  reality  in  September.  For  the  small 
juniors  in  Kindergarten  and  Nursery  School  and  Grade  I  there  will  be  new  classrooms  on  the  lower 
floor  of  the  building.  The  second  and  third  floors  will  contain  rows  of  bedrooms  all  equipped  with 
gaily-patterned  curtains  and  matching  bedspreads.  At  last,  boarders,  a  fireplace  has  arrived  where 
everyone  can  enjoy  fireside  chats  in  the  drawing-room.  Who  will  bring  the  birch  logs  in  her  trunk? 
Now  there  will  be  a  cold-lunch  room  for  the  day-girls — no  more  lunch  hours  in  the  Science  laboratory, 
Kindergarten  or  Common  Room.  At  the  extreme  end  of  the  building  is  something  for  everyone — a 
larger  dining-hall,  and  a  completely  new  kitchen. 


Now  we  all  wait  for  the  completion  of  the  building,  and  this  thought  is  the  bond  that  has  held  us 
together  this  past  year.  The  trials  of  crowded  quarters  and  noisy  drills  have  been  tolerated  because 
of  the  pride  and  expectation  with  which  we  wait  for  the  opening  of  our  new  building.  As  we  wait, 
we  speculate  on  differences  in  the  life  of  the  school  which  the  new  facilities  will  bring.  The  old  proverb, 
"The  old  order  changeth  yielding  place  to  the  new"  comes  to  mind  as  we  think  of  our  new  title, 
"Optima  Anni",  and  our  new  building,  the  "best  thing  of  the  year". 


Jaqueline  Lye, 

Editor 


THE  PREFECTS 

BACK  ROW— Nancy   Eaton,   Helen   MeGibbon,    Nancy   Webb,   Carol   Cranston,    Betty   Nichol,   Sports   Captain; 

Judith  Knight. 
FRONT  ROW — Suzanne  Evans;  Judith  Cowie,  Head  Girl;  Anne  Sellers;  Jaqueline  Lye,  School  Captain. 


Silence 

"Silence"  is  certainly  a  common  enough  word. 
Indeed,  as  I  consider  its  constant  use,  I  cannot 
help  thinking  that  it  is  far  too  common.  Accord- 
ing to  the  dictionary,  "silence"  and  "quiet"  are 
parallel  in  meaning,  but  anyone  who  is  able  to 
use  the  two  words  interchangeably  cannot 
possibly  understand  the  charm  of  the  former  as 
compared  to  the  harshness  of  its  counterpart. 

For  years  poets  have  dwelt  on  the  beauty  of 
this  word.  Edgar  Lee  Masters,  the  great 
American  poet,  used  "Silence"  as  the  theme  for 
one  of  his  best-loved  poems.  In  this  poem 
Masters  writes  on  his  various  conceptions  of 
times  in  each  man's  life  when,  filled  with  deep 
emotion,  he  seeks  refuge  in  "silence".  With 
striking  examples,  Masters  shows  how  the  hateful 
and  loving,  joyful  and  fearful,  victor  and  van- 
quished, all  share  the  Great  Silence. 

Nevertheless,  silence  is  not  restricted  to  those 
with  artistic  or  imaginative  minds,  for  it  is  often 
used  by  the  purely  realistic  person.  To  most  of 
the  realists,  this  means  the  state  completely 
isolated  from  sound,  such  as  the  life  of  the  deaf. 
Deaf  people  work  and  live  under  what  we  think 
of  as  a  great  handicap,  and  yet  with  love  and 


understanding  they  may  lead  useful  and  interest- 
ing lives.  In  fact,  most  people  at  one  time  or 
another,  especially  if  they  live  in  one  of  Canada's 
larger  cities,  have  wished  to  share  this  silence,  if 
only  for  a  moment! 

Often  as  I  sit  alone,  I  think  of  this  word  and 
wonder  why  it  interests  me.  I  always  arrive  at 
the  same  conclusion — silence  has  always  re- 
minded me  of  a  church  and  of  people  communing 
with  God.  The  few  deaf  people  I  have  known 
have  seemed  to  hold  a  far  deeper  knowledge  of 
God  than  I  shall  probably  ever  have,  and  Masters' 
examples  of  deep  emotion  are  all  examples  of 
times  in  men's  lives  when  they  most  need  God's 
counsel.  However,  in  one  major  way  I  am 
taking  the  liberty  of  criticizing  this  poet,  for  I 
believe  he  has  omitted  the  Greatest  Silence  of  all, 
the  silence  of  Christ  on  the  Cross.  For  three 
hours  Our  Saviour  hung  in  unbearable  pain  for 
no  fault  of  His  own.  To  me,  therefore,  silence 
holds  a  special  significance  as  an  example  of 
Christ's  love  for  us,  unworthy  though  we  are. 
For  this  reason  I  do  appreciate  it  when  the  word 
"silence"  is  left  out  of  all  warnings  and  admoni- 
tions and  its  harsher  counterpart  employed. 

Suzanne  Evans — Grade  XI 


Balmoral  Hall, 

June,  1961. 


JUBILATE 


My  dear  Girls, 


My  conversations  with  you  are  usually  to  counsel,  to  encourage,  to  stimulate,  to  calm,  and  often 
to  reprove,  but  this,  my  final  conversation,  is  to  praise  you.  I  am  full  of  praise  for  the  way  you  have 
accepted  the  situations  that  have  arisen  during  this  year  of  building. 

We  won't  forget  this  year.  Boarders,  do  you  remember  packing  up  and  leaving  the  Red  House? 
And  then  remember  that  busy  noon  hour  when  everyone  helped  to  move  the  remainder  of  the  furniture 
to  the  lawn  outside  the  White  House?  We  moved  out  with  light  hearted  abandon,  but  we  shared 
several  moments  of  sadness  as  the  old  Red  House  was  demolished  so  ruthlessly,  and  as  those  lovely 
birch  trees  one  by  one  were  felled. 

We  won't  forget  tliis  year.  The  Kindergarten  was  moved  to  the  Art  Room  and  the  Art  to  the 
Common  Room,  and  that  didn't  make  it  easy  for  after- lunch  recreation  or  for  the  Art  students.  The 
drawing-room  disappeared  and  that  spoiled  the  rendez-vous  area  for  some  and  the  music  hours  and 
the  recitals  for  others,  but  you  have  been  remarkably  understanding. 

We  won't  forget  this  year  with  bunk  beds  in  the  drawing-room,  bunk  beds  in  the  Kindergarten, 
bunk  beds  in  the  Boarders'  Sitting- Room,  no  real  clothes  cupboards — in  fact  no  space  anywhere. 
And  yet  I  heard  you  happily  greeting  each  other  after  the  Easter  Holiday — greeting  each  other,  and 
glad  to  be  back  for  the  summer  term  despite  the  difficulties,  and  I  watched  you  and  I  praised  you. 

We  won't  forget  this  year  with  water  over  the  driveway,  and  cement  mixers  and  mud  outside; 
and  inside,  bunk  beds,  crowded  rooms,  a  line-up  for  baths  in  the  residence,  art  in  the  Common 
Room,  and  cold  lunch  wherever  a  spot  could  be  found.  But  you  have  survived  in  a  most  praise- 
worthy manner,  and  I  commend  you. 

My  very  best  wishes  go  with  you  all  for  a  happy  summer,  and  I  can  assure  those  of  you  who  are 
graduating  this  June,  and  who  will  not  benefit  by  our  wider  facilities,  that  we  will  welcome  you  when- 
ever you  can  visit  us.  After  our  Opening  Assembly  on  Thursday,  September  7th,  there  will  be  a  tour 
of  the  new  building  for  all  Old  Girls,  and  later,  an  invitation  to  the  official  Opening. 

No,  we  won't  forget  this  year,  but  you  who  are  returning  in  September  will  find  many  exciting 
surprises  to  welcome  you  and  a  host  of  challenging  opportunities. 


Until  then,  happy  holidays! 

Yours  affectionately, 


0LGN£.  TS 
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In  Need 

"Gimme  that  one  there,"  demanded  an  un- 
shaven man,  pointing  to  a  magazine  with  a 
suggestive  cover. 

Deborah  looked  away  in  disgust.  She  glanced 
impatiently  at  her  uncle  who  was  buying  her 
ticket  home.  She  disliked  having  to  wait  alone  in 
places  such  as  this.  She  took  a  seat  and  waited 
for  him.  Twenty  minutes  later  he  came  with  the 
ticket. 

"I'm  sorry  I  couldn't  get  you  a  roomette. 
You'll  have  to  sleep  in  a  berth  and  sit  in  the  day 
coach,"  he  said. 

"But  I've  always  had  a  roomette!"  she 
replied  indignantly. 

"I'm  sorry,  but  that  was  the  best  I  could  do," 
he  answered. 

Still  annoyed,  she  followed  her  uncle,  who  was 
carrying  her  suitcases,  to  the  train. 

Once  on  the  train  Deborah  relaxed.  She  was 
glad  to  be  going  home  even  if  it  was  only  back  to 
high  school.  Beside  her,  an  elderly  woman  busied 
herself  by  casting  on  stitches. 

An  hour  later  the  train  made  a  short  stop. 
Here,  a  man  of  about  thirty-five  entered  the  car 
and  took  the  seat  opposite  her. 

There  was  something  odd  about  him.  A  few 
minutes  later,  Deborah  realized  what  it  was.  He 
kept  his  hands  in  his  pockets!  The  conductor 
came  to  take  his  ticket,  and  when  the  man  handed 
it  to  him,  Deborah's  stomach  turned.  For, 
instead  of  a  hand,  at  the  end  of  his  short  stubby 
arm  were  two  malformed  fingers.  He  held  the 
ticket  between  them.  Deborah  closed  her  eyes 
and  tried  to  think  of  something  else,  but  she 
could  not. 

"How  horrible!"  rhe  thought.  "That  poor 
man  must  be  all  alone  in  the  world.     No  one 


could  love  anyone  like  that.  Thank  goodness 
I'm  normal.     I'd  hate  to  be  he." 

As  the  train  sped  on  its  way,  Deborah  watched 
this  man  out  of  the  corner  of  her  eye.  His  other 
arm  was  tapered  into  two  fingers  too,  but  it  also 
had  a  section  of  a  thumb.  He  took  a  magazine 
out  of  the  front  of  his  jacket  and  Deborah 
marvelled  at  how  expertly  he  turned  the  slippery 
pages.  He  took  out  a  package  of  cigarettes, 
opened  it,  took  one  out,  lit  it  and  put  the  package 
away.  These  actions  took  him  no  longer  than 
they  would  have  taken  anyone  else.  There  was 
not  the  least  sign  of  clumsiness. 

When  the  porter  came  through  their  car  and 
announced  that  dinner  was  ready,  about  eight 
people  rose  simultaneously  to  go  to  the  dining  car. 
When  the  man  across  the  aisle  rose  also,  Deborah 
sat  down  again.  She  could  not  bear  to  be  near 
him.  Several  minutes  after  he  had  gone,  she 
followed  the  others. 

She  was  conscious  of  his  presence  as  soon  as 
she  entered  the  car.  She  ate  little  for  her 
appetite  had  gone. 

She  noticed  that  he  ate  with  rapidity  and 
dexterity.  The  porter  hovered  around  him  trying 
to  be  of  assistance,  but  soon  realized  he  was  not 
needed. 

That  evening  Deborah  retired  early.  She 
wanted  to  get  away  from  him. 

She  lay  on  her  berth  for  hours.  Her  eyes 
would  not  close.  "How  I  pity  him!  What  an 
empty  life  he  must  lead!  It  must  be  awful  to  be 
so  handicapped.     I'm  glad  I'm  not!" 

She  tossed  restlessly,  but  continued  to  think 
of  him.  Finally  the  rhythmic  click  of  the  wheels 
put  her  to  sleep. 

Next  day  she  spent  the  morning  in  the  day 
coach.     He  was  not  there. 


The  train  approached  Edmonton  near  noon. 
She  was  anxious  to  get  home.  She  wondered  who 
would  be  there  to  meet  her.  She  could  see  the 
familiar  oil  derricks  clustered  on  the  outskirts  of 
the  city.  When  the  train  began  to  slow  down, 
she  hastily  collected  her  belongings. 

As  she  stepped  down  from  the  car  she  surveyed 
the  station,  looking  for  a  familiar  face,  but  failed 
to  see  one.  On  the  platform  she  passed  a  young 
woman  of  about  thirty  and  her  two  children. 
Their  anxious  faces  examined  every  emerging 
passenger.  Deborah  was  on  her  way  into  the 
building  when  she  heard  loud  exclamations  of  joy 
from  behind  her.  She  turned  and  saw  the  man 
who  had  sat  across  from  her  in  the  arms  of  the 
anxious  young  woman.  Tears  of  joy  shone  on 
her  cheeks  and  the  children  danced  up  and  down 
at  their  feet. 

From  behind  her  she  heard  a  station  attendant 
mention  to  another,  "You'd  think  it  was  a  famous 
star  they  were  meeting!" 

Then  over  the  loudspeaker  came  an  announce- 
ment. "Will  Miss  Deborah  Elgin  please  call  at 
the  information  desk."  When  she  did  so,  she 
was  given  a  telegram  reading,  "I've  been  delayed 
at  the  hairdresser.     Take  a  taxi.     Mother." 

Betty  Nichol — Grade  XI 
Prize-winning  Story — Senior  Literary  Competition 

Water 

Mr.  Madison  felt  smug.  That  was  a  smart 
plan,  to  say  the  least,  that  he  had  thought  up. 
It  was  strange,  in  fact,  that  no  one  else  had 
thought  of  it.  Mr.  Madison  planned  to  travel  in 
a  three- hundred- mile  radius  around  San  Fran- 
cisco, finding  all  the  water  holes  in  that  area,  and 
buying  the  land  around  them.  Then  he  could 
sit  back  and  watch  the  settlers'  money  roll  in 
when  they  paid  "through  the  teeth"  as  he  said,  to 
drink  his  water.  Mr.  Madison  had  been  making 
business  ventures  like  this  all  his  life.  Since  he 
had  come  to  San  Francisco,  however,  he  had  had 
no  "deals",  and  so  he  had  spent  his  time  gambling. 
This  "deal"  was  a  good  one,  though,  and  would, 
he  hoped,  set  him  up  for  life.  There  was  only  one 
drawback — he  had  been  travelling  for  a  day  and 
a  half,  he  had  no  water  with  him,  and  not  being 
used  to  travel  in  the  desert,  he  could  find  none  .  .  . 

Hank  Err  was  worried.  He  had  been  travel- 
ling for  years — all  his  life  as  a  matter  of  fact — 
and  he  had  never  seen  a  place  like  this  before. 
All  he  could  see  and  had  seen  for  the  past  one  and 
a  half  days  was  sand  and  stones;  no  cactus,  no 
animals,  just  sand  and  stone.  The  last  time  he 
had  eaten  was  the  day  he  had  stolen  the  bread 
from  an  "old  dame's"  place  in  New  Mexico.  He 
could  barely  walk.  After  all  the  things  he  had 
done,  the  robberies,  the  double  crosses  and 
especially  the  murders,  it  seemed  ironic  that  he 
should  die  this  way  .  .  .  alone  in  a  desert.     He 


did  not  even  have  a  gun,  not  his  gun  with  the 
seventy-nine  notches  on  the  belt,  or  any  one 
else's  gun.  To  live  such  a  wild,  cruel  life  and 
then  die  alone  amidst  peace  and  quiet  was  terror 
to  him.  If  he  could  get  some  water — any  water — 
he  could  get  out  of  this  trap,  but  he  could  find 
none  .   .  . 

Frank  Hawkins  was  happy  and  proud.  His 
little  wife  and  baby  were  beside  him,  and  there 
he  was,  almost  in  San  Francisco.  They  had  come 
faithfully  to  him  from  Liverpool,  and  travelled 
with  him  all  the  way  from  Boston.  Now  they 
were  in  their  "land  of  milk  and  honey".  He 
wondered,  though,  why  his  wife  had  not  asked  for 
water.  She  must  have  known  there  was  none 
left  in  the  wagon,  for  she  silently  agreed  with  a 
smile  when  he  said  he  was  going  to  scout  ahead  to 
find  the  shortest  route.  Perhaps  she  knew  he 
was  really  going  for  water.  He  should  have  told 
her,  but  it  did  not  seem  fair  to  worry  her  when 
they  were  almost  at  their  destination.  The 
thought  of  death  he  put  out  of  his  head,  for  surely 
God  would  not  let  that  happen  after  all  the 
distance  they  had  travelled.  He  searched  des- 
perately for  water,  the  love  for  his  family  pushing 
him  on,  but  could  find  none  .  .  . 

There  are  many  skeletons  in  the  California 
desert,  but  three  in  particular.  One  is  lying  just 
outside  the  property  of  a  wealthy  grape-grower. 
It  is  lying,  slightly  covered  by  the  sand,  on  the 
other  side  of  a  fence  which  surrounds  the  grape 
grower's  swimming  pool  filled  with  water.  The 
house  is  a  product  of  wealth  .  .  .  just  the  type 
Mr.  Madison  might  have  liked  had  he  lived  in 
this  century.  Another  skeleton  can  be  found  in 
the  alley  behind  an  old  gambling  hall  in  a  ghost 
town.  It  was  reputed  to  be  the  worst  hall  of  its 
kind,  and  according  to  history,  the  citizens'  com- 
mittee came  and  closed  the  place,  packed  their  be- 
longings and  left  the  place  the  way  it  stands  today. 
Perhaps  Hank  would  have  enjoyed  the  hall  .  .  . 
if  he  had  lived.  The  third  skeleton  lies  under 
the  ground.  It  is  covered  with  rich  green  grass 
and  a  headstone  which  reads,  "Here  lies  Frank 
Hawkins,  beloved  husband  of  Martha  Hawkins 
and  beloved  father  of  Mary,  Jack,  Robert, 
William  and  Judith  Hawkins;  beloved  friend  of 
the  city  of  San  Francisco.  Here  lies  the  type  of 
man  who  will  make  the  west  a  golden  land  of 
milk  and   honey.     1829-1880." 

Nancy  Ann  Eaton — Grade  XII 

A  Nightmare 

The  Mayor's  house  stood  high  upon  a  cliff 
silhouetted  against  the  moon.  Inside,  the  fire 
reflected  a  golden  hue  on  the  walls  and  furniture, 
and  on  the  dark  face  of  a  young  girl,  who  was 
pensively  gazing  into  its  flames. 

Restlessly,  she  moved  to  the  window  and 
looked   down   upon   the   beach   with   the   waves 
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pounding  on  its  shore.  Around  the  bend  the  sail 
boat  was  waiting,  and  soon  she  and  Graham 
would  be  climbing  into  it  and  moving  out  onto 
the  waves. 

They  were  going  to  the  big  city  along  the 
coast  where  they  would  be  married.  It  had 
seemed  a  wonderfully  exciting  plan  that  after- 
noon, but  now  Catriona  wondered  as  she  sat  alone. 

Nervously  she  thumbed  through  a  book,  and 
soon  she  heard  her  father  and  mother  turn  out 
their  lights.  Hearing  a  low  whistle  outside,  she 
jumped  to  the  window. 

Now  she  was  on  the  porch  roof,  looking 
dubiously  down  at  Graham's  upturned  face.  A 
few  moments  of  panic  as  her  feet  wavered  in  the 
air,  and  then  she  was  on  the  ground  beside  him. 

The  darkness  surrounded  them  as  they  made 
their  way  down  the  lonely  cliff  path.  Catriona's 
heart  began  to  thump  wildly  as  she  watched 
Graham  prepare  the  boat. 

"Come  on,  Cat,"  Graham  called. 

"Coming,"  she  answered  and  the  huskiness  of 
her  voice  echoed  against  the  cliffs. 

Looking  out  to  sea,  she  saw  no  encouragement. 
Ahead  was  a  blank  wall  of  fog  which  had  been 
quietly  creeping  toward  the  shore,  and  soon  the 
thick  wet  blanket  would  surround  them. 

Graham  pushed  the  boat  onto  the  waves  and 
slipped  in.  The  wind  tugged  at  the  sails  and  the 
further  out  they  got,  the  fiercer  the  wind  became. 

The  only  sounds  heard  were  the  eerie  lapping 
of  the  waves  against  the  boat,  and  the  wild 
flapping  of  the  sails  as  the  wind  tore  at  them  from 
all  directions.  Enclosed  by  the  veil  of  fog,  they 
were  alone  in  this  wet  world. 

Catriona  sat  wrapped  in  a  heavy  blanket  and 
the  wind  whipped  her  long  dark  curls  against  her 
face.  She  looked  at  Graham.  His  face  was  pale 
but  determined,  as  his  eyes  strained  to  see  through 
the  fog. 

"HO-O-O-NK,"  loud  and  clear  a  fog  horn 
resounded  through  the  silence.  Catriona  could 
bear  it  no  longer.  "Let's  go  back,  Graham, 
please,"  she  cried,  her  voice  sounding  unnaturally 
loud  in  the  silence.  Graham  started  and  he 
looked  into  Catriona's  wild  pleading  eyes. 

"But  .  .  ." 

"Please,  Graham,"  Catriona  interrupted. 
Graham  realized  now  why  Catriona  had  been  so 
quiet.  At  eighteen  she  was  too  young  to  leave 
her  home.     They  would  have  to  wait. 

Catriona  sat  in  a  trance  on  the  edge  of  the 
seat,  and  Graham  silently  steered  the  boat 
towards  shore.  The  waves  rose  higher  and  higher 
until  they  seemed  to  lose  their  power  and  tossed 
themselves  on  the  beach,  as  a  tired  wanderer 
might  fling  himself  on  the  ground. 

Graham  helped  Catriona  out  of  the  boat, 
pulled  the  boat  onto  the  shore,  and  they  made 
their  way  back  up  the  path  which  they  had  come 
down  only  a  few  hours  before.     Catriona  turned 


to  Graham  and,  "Graham,  I'm  sorry,"  she  said, 
but  her  voice  broke. 

"It's  all  right,  Catriona,"  he  said.  "It'll  seem 
like  a  bad  dream  in  the  morning.  Then  things 
will  go  on  as  before.     Don't  worry." 

Catriona  nodded  and  gave  a  wan  smile,  the 
first  attempt  at  cheerfulness  that  evening. 

Graham  helped  her  back  onto  the  porch  roof 
and  she  stepped  into  her  room  unnoticed. 

The  next  morning  Catriona's  mother  noticed 
how  pale  her  daughter  was,  and  told  her  she 
should  stay  in  bed. 

"You  must  have  had  a  nightmare  last  night," 
she  said.  Catriona  smiled  to  herself  and  looked 
out  towards  the  sea.  The  opaque  film  which  had 
frightened  her  last  night  had  been  blown  away 
and  the  sea  shimmered  gloriously  in  the  bright 
sunlight.     The  nightmare  was  finished. 

Dora  Dempster — Grade  X 


S/V+   J.K. 
WATCHING   THE   NEW   BUILDING 

BETTY  NICHOL  and  JUDITH  KNIGHT 

A  Knock  at  Midnight 

March  eighteenth;  the  day  started  in  the  same 
way  for  Lieutenant  Dave  Macdonald  as  it  had  for 
the  last  twenty-five  years.  Dave  got  up  at 
seven,  dressed,  went  downstairs,  and  had  break- 
fast. He  left  for  the  station  at  a  quarter  to  eight. 
It  took  him  fifteen  minutes  to  walk  to  the  station 
and  he  was  there  at  eight  o'clock.  Dave,  the  head 
of  the  Devon  Police  Force  for  the  last  twenty-five 
years,  was  in  his  early  fifties,  but  was  as  healthy 
as  his  nineteen-year-old  son,  Donald,  who  was 
away  at  University. 

Dave  worked  as  usual  until  five.  He  cleared 
his  desk,  put  on  his  coat  and  hat,  and  left  the 
station.  When  he  arrived  home,  Mary,  his  wife, 
was  waiting  at  the  door  for  him.  Her  face  was  as 
white  as  a  sheet  for  she  had  just  heard  on  the 
radio  that  Johnny  Horton  had  escaped  from  jail. 
Johnny  was  a  young  killer  whom  Dave  had 
caught  and  put  in  prison  three  years  earlier. 
Before  he  went  to  jail,  Johnny  had  sworn  that  he 
would  kill  Dave. 

Dave  came  in  and  sat  down.  He  was  too 
bewildered  to  say  anything.  He  remembered  all 
too  clearly  what  had  happened  that  day.     It  had 
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been  a  day  just  like  any  other.  Dave  was  leaving 
the  station  for  home  when  he  received  a  call  from 
a  woman  who  had  found  the  bodies  of  two  girls. 
These  two  girls  were  Joan  Gray  and  Sandra 
Watson.  They  had  been  coming  home  from 
school  in  Sandra's  car,  and  now  they  were  dead. 
A  few  hours  later,  Dave  was  told  that  the  Devon 
National  Bank  had  been  robbed  just  a  little  while 
after  the  murder.  These  two  incidents  fitted 
together.  Late  that  night  the  car  was  found 
abandoned. 

The  next  day  the  car  was  tested  for  finger- 
prints and  the  ones  they  found  belonged  to 
Johnny  Horton,  a  recent  arrival  in  town.  No  one 
knew  much  about  him  and  no  one  wanted  to, 
except  Dave.  A  few  days  later,  he  was  found 
hiding  in  an  old  cabin  by  the  lake.  He  was  put 
on  trial  and  sentenced  to  life  imprisonment. 

Dave  kept  asking  himself  how  Johnny  could 
have  escaped.  "How?"  Dave  just  sat  in  his 
chair  too  stunned  to  speak.  Mary  brought  him  a 
drink  to  calm  his  nerves,  and  she  finished  pre- 
paring dinner. 

During  dinner,  neither  Dave  nor  Mary  spoke, 
but  they  were  both  talking  silently  to  themselves 
about  the  same  thing.  "Had  Johnny  broken  out 
to  get  revenge  on  Dave?"  "Would  he  strike  at 
home  or  on  Dave's  way  to  work?" 

Dave  wondered,  if  Johnny  tried  to  get  him  at 
home,  whether  he  would  kill  Mary  also.  He 
hoped  not,  but  he  was  not  sure.  He  was  not  sure 
of  anything  that  night. 

After  dinner  they  sat  in  the  living  room  read- 
ing the  paper.  After  fifteen  minutes  Dave  stood 
up,  looking  very  restless.  He  decided  to  be 
cautious.  He  went  upstairs  and  locked  the 
windows,  and  downstairs  he  locked  both  windows 
and   doors. 

By  this  time  Mary  was  pacing  the  floor,  too. 
Dave  turned  on  the  television  and  Mary  picked 
up  her  knitting. 

About  ten  o'clock  they  decided  to  go  to  bed. 
Mary  went  upstairs  while  Dave  turned  out  the 
lights.  He  knew  it  was  foolish,  but  he  was 
scared.  As  he  was  walking  up  the  stairs,  he 
heard  a  crash.  Thoughts  quickly  flashed  through 
his  head.  "What  should  he  do?"  "Was  it 
Johnny?" 

Dave  took  his  gun  out  of  its  case  and  carefully 
and  quietly  went  downstairs.  When  he  reached 
the  living  room,  he  switched  on  the  lights.  Sitting 
on  the  floor  was  their  little  French  poodle  who 
had  just  knocked  over  a  vase. 

Dave  continued  to  go  to  bed,  still  feeling 
nervous  after  the  last  episode.  He  and  Mary  got 
into  bed,  but  they  could  not  sleep. 

About  midnight  there  came  a  loud  knocking 
at  the  door.  They  both  jumped.  Dave  put  on 
his   dressing-gown   and   got   his   gun.     He   crept 


down  the  dark  stairs  very  slowly.    He  hesitated; 
then  swiftly  opened  the  door. 

"Surprise,  Dad!"  said  Donald  with  a  smile. 

Signy  Hansen — Grade  XI 


Seasons 

Springing  crocus 

Mournful  dove 
Gleeful  child  in  a  muddy  pool 

Dusty  sunset 

Waking  bough — 
Spring  is  a  growing  time. 

Sparkling  white-caps 

Pungent  pine 
Orange  sun  in  a  dazzling  sky 

Sunburnt  faces 

Laughing  loons — 
Summer's  a  lazy  time. 

Raucous  blue  jay 

Goldenrod 
Rich  reward  of  the  farmer's  toil 

Plopping  raindrop 

Dying  leaves — 
Autumn's  a  busy  time. 

Coal  eyed  snowman 

Holly  wreath 
Rabbit  prints  in  a  snowy  field 

Freezing  fingers 

Friendly  fire — 
Winter's  a  resting  time. 

Nora  Baker — Grade  X 

Courage 

The  Laurentians  in  Quebec  are  renowned  as  a 
skiers'  paradise,  and  the  white  slopes  were 
definitely  being  enjoyed  on  this  January  evening. 
The  tiny  flakes  of  powdered  snow  seemed  to 
dance  as  they  sparkled  in  the  dim  light  of  dusk. 

Fifteen-year-old  Carol  Austin  hurtled  down 
the  snake- like  path  on  the  black  and  niveous 
mountain  side.  Her  graceful  form  indicated  that 
she  skied  often  and  loved  it. 

She  joined  her  smiling  friend,  Sheila  Curtis, 
at  the  termination  of  the  run.  Then  both  set  off 
down  a  second  slope,  whipping  up  clouds  with 
each  twist.  Finally,  they  veered  toward  the  soft 
light  of  two  buildings  nestled  in  a  valley.  This 
was  Eagle  Mount  School  for  Girls. 

They  were  greeted  at  the  door  by  their  plump, 
kind-hearted  house-mother,  Mrs.  Lewis,  who  in- 
formed them  that  a  girl  had  just  arrived  from 
Switzerland  and  was  to  share  their  room. 

"Her  name  is  Greta  Helvitia,  and  she  is 
extremely  shy;  so  be  kind  to  her,"  cautioned  Mrs. 
Lewis.     "Her    father    owns  .  .  .  ,"    she    began 
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again,  but  was  interrupted  by  the  flustered  little 
school  nurse  who  bustled  into  the  room  muttering, 
"Oh  dear!  What  a  time  for  Sandra  to  sprain  her 
ankle!  She  will  never  be  able  to  ski  at  Lake 
Placid  next  weekend!     Oh  dear!" 

Carol  and  Sheila  groaned  and  slowly  returned 
to  their  room.  There,  they  were  joined  by  Dale 
Phillips,  the  fourth  member  of  their  ski  team,  and 
they  began  to  discuss  Sandra's  accident.  No  one 
gave  a  thought  to  delicate,  blue-eyed  Greta 
Helvitia  who  listened  attentively  and  soon  dis- 
covered that  a  ski  team  must  be  composed  of  four 
girls  in  order  to  be  eligible  for  the  Slalom  Race 
at  Lake  Placid. 

Greta  was  almost  completely  ignored  by  Dale, 
Carol,  and  Sheila  during  the  next  three  days  as 
they  tried  to  find  a  fourth  skier.  The  slalom  run 
behind  the  school  was  excellent  but  it  appeared 
cruelly  steep  and  treacherously  bumpy,  and  not 
many  girls  would  even  attempt  it. 

Although  she  was  a  brilliant  student  and 
laboured  continuously  to  please  everyone,  there 
was  something  lacking  in  Greta's  life  at  Eagle 
Mount.  She  did  not  converse  with  the  other 
girls  because  her  slight  Swiss  accent  seemed  to 
embarrass  her.  She  did  not  partake  in  any 
school  activities,  but  one  evening  when  the  girls 
had  almost  given  up  hope  of  skiing  at  Lake 
Placid,  Greta  approached  Carol. 

"I  would  like  to  help  you,"  she  stuttered.  "I 
could  be  the  fourth  member  of  your  team,  if 
you  would  let  me.  My  father  is  sending  my 
skis,  and  they  should  arrive  tomorrow." 

The  quiet  simplicity  of  the  girl  made  an 
impression  on  the  bold  Carol  Austin,  but  she 
could  not  understand  why  such  a  shy,  self- 
conscious  creature  could  ever  hint  that  she  was 
worthy  of  being  on  the  ski- team. 

"We  shall  be  practising  on  the  slope  tomorrow. 
Bring  your  skis  over  and  we'll  time  you,"  she 
replied  harshly. 

Greta  could  not  help  hearing  Dale  and  Sheila 
tittering  behind  her  back,  or  seeing  Carol's  wink 
which  seemed  to  say,  "It  will  be  comical  to  watch 
her  anyway." 

Greta's  skis  arrived  just  before  the  appointed 
time.  The  ski  team  was  standing  at  the  base  of 
the  slope  and  the  red  flags  of  the  slalom  course 
flapped  in  the  breeze.  Mrs.  Lewis,  standing  with 
the  girls,  was  the  first  to  sight  Greta  at  the  summit 
of  the  hill.  Carol  signalled  her  to  begin  and 
started  the  timer. 

Zigzagging  between  the  poles,  the  Swiss  girl 
made  the  slalom  look  easy.  The  snow  flew  up 
about  her  on  all  sides  making  her  look  like  a  spectre 
flying  through  the  air.  Each  manoeuvre  came 
naturally  to  her,  and  she  soon  passed  the  girls, 
her  skis  whirring  merrily  across  the  glistening 
powder.  The  ski  team  looked  wide-eyed  at  the 
clock  which  proved  that  her  time  surpassed 
Sandra's  best  by  fourteen  seconds. 


Sheila,  Dale,  and  Carol  ran  to  congratulate 
her.  Mrs.  Lewis  smiled  and  felt  glad  that  she 
had  not  told  them  that  Greta's  father  owned  a  ski 
resort  in  Zermatt,  Switzerland,  and  that  Greta 
had  had  expert  teaching  in  skiing  all  her  life.  It 
was  better  for  Greta  to  overcome  her  shyness,  and 
better  for  the  other  girls  to  learn  that,  just  be- 
cause a  person  does  not  boast  does  not  mean  she 
is  not  talented. 

Susan  Riley — Grade  IX 

Prize-  winning  Story — 
Intermediate  Literary  Competition 

Pastimes 

Climbing  rocky  cliff- sides, 
Running  home  to  tea, 
Walking  over  warm  sands, 
Swimming  in  the  sea, 
Swinging  in  the  back  yard, 
Sitting  in  a  tree, 
Lying  in  the  long  grass — 
These  appeal  to  me. 

Dora  Dempster — Grade  X 

The  Fugitive 

"We  interrupt  this  programme  to  give  a 
special  announcement.  Joe  Martin,  an  armed 
robber,  escaped  from  Lyndale  Penitentiary  at  five 
o'clock  this  morning.  The  man  is  twenty- one 
years  of  age;  weight  one  hundred  and  fifty 
pounds;  height  five  feet,  nine  inches;  brown  hair, 
gray  eyes,  and  a  scar  on  his  right  cheek.  He  was 
seen  in  a  stolen  car,  racing  toward  the  Muskoka 
resort  country.     Anyone  having  information  .  .  ." 

Joe  snapped  the  car  radio  off  angrily.  This 
was  getting  on  his  nerves.  Every  car  that 
followed  behind  him  seemed  suspicious.  Finally 
all  the  cars  but  one  turned  off  on  different  roads. 
This  car  was  an  old  station  wagon. 

"No  cop  would  drive  an  old  crate  like  that," 
Joe  told  himself. 

After  a  while  Joe  reached  the  outskirt  of  the 
village  of  Bala.  Here  he  passed  a  few  cottages 
and  motels  scattered  amongst  the  trees  along  the 
shores  of  Long  Lake.  Tourists  strolled  along 
toward  the  village,  enjoying  the  warm  summer 
day.  As  he  approached  the  centre  of  the  village, 
he  noticed  the  Provincial  Police  car.  Were  they 
watching  for  him?  There  was  no  time  to  find 
out.  He  turned  sharply  along  a  side  road,  and 
raced  across  the  railroad  tracks  just  in  time  to 
miss  a  long,  slow,  freight  train. 

"Well,  that  takes  care  of  the  police  for  a 
while,"  Joe  muttered. 

Only  then  did  he  notice  the  beauty  around 
him.  All  colours  of  wild  flowers  carpeted  the 
side  of  the  road.  Huge  trees  formed  an  arch 
overhead.  Through  the  trees  he  saw  the  blue 
water  of  Moon  River  sparkling  in  the  sunlight, 
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and  the  white  spray  of  the  falls  rising  in  the  air. 
Then  the  chug  of  an  old  motor  startled  him. 
Again  the  old  station  wagon  followed.  He  drew 
aside  to  let  it  pass  and  as  it  did  so,  he  noticed  a 
sign  on  the  car:  "Commandant — Gibson  Re- 
serve." 

"Just  an  old  Indian  going  home,"  Joe  mut- 
tered with  relief.  He  stopped  the  car  and  pulled 
a  map  out  of  his  pocket.  This  had  been  given  to 
him  by  a  cell-mate  at  the  Penitentiary.  Tom 
was  half  Indian  and  knew  the  country  well. 
The  map  showed  where  he  could  steal  a  boat,  and 
the  route  up  the  river  to  a  fisherman's  shack  that 
he  could  use  for  a  hideout.  He  decided  to 
abandon  the  car  and  walk  to  the  cottage.  Tom 
said  the  owners  were  there  only  at  weekends  and 
the  boat  would  be  at  the  dock.  Tom  had 
chopped  wood  for  the  people  and  knew  their 
habits. 

Joe  hurried  along  the  road  and  was  happy  to 
meet  no  one.  Sure  enough,  there  was  the  cottage 
Tom  had  described,  and  no  one  was  in  sight.  He 
ran  down  to  the  dock,  pulled  the  cover  off  the 
motor,  started  it,  and  drove  up  the  river  at  full 
speed. 

It  was  a  beautiful  calm  day  and  the  peace  was 
broken  only  by  the  roar  of  the  powerful  motor. 
A  proud  sea  gull  flew  overhead  and  shrieked  in 
his  best  manner,  but  Joe,  driving  the  boat 
furiously,  did  not  even  bother  to  look  up.  He 
kept  up  the  speed  until  he  had  passed  all  the 
cottages  on  the  river.  He  now  saw  the  beauty 
that  Tom  had  described.  He  wondered  how  the 
tall  majestic  trees  could  grow  out  of  the  great 
bare  rocks. 

He  slowed  the  boat  and  looked  for  a  place  to 
land.     The    river    narrowed,    and    the    current 


became  swift.  He  passed  through  a  channel 
which  had  been  cut  through  the  rocks,  and  found 
a  place  to  land.  He  felt  that  he  must  be  near  the 
shack  now.  There  seemed  to  be  a  trail  through 
the  woods.  He  followed  it,  hastening  silently 
along  the  blanket  of  pine  needles.  Then  he 
noticed  a  very  old  unpainted  cabin  which  looked 
deserted.  He  opened  the  door  slowly.  Standing 
quietly  with  a  gun  in  his  hand  was  the  old  Indian 
he  had  seen  in  the  station  wagon. 

He  smiled,  "Been  expecting  you,  Joe.  Figured 
that  nephew  of  mine,  Tom,  would  send  you  here." 

"What  have  you  got  a  gun  for,  old  man?"  Joe 
snickered. 

The  old  Indian  was  smiling  no  longer.  "I  am 
chief  here,  young  man.  The  police  will  be  along 
in  a  minute." 

Jessica  Rattray — Grade  VIII 

A  Winter  Scene 

The  field  was  covered  with  a  blanket  of  snow; 
The  sun  had  gone  down  with  a  last  red  glow, 
And  all  was  still. 

Then  suddenly  the  silence  was  gone, 

As  across  the  snow  leapt  a  doe  and  fawn. 

They  were  breathing  hard  and  their  eyes  showed 

fear, 
And  they  bounded  away  in  wild  career, 
And  all  was  still. 

Then  there  suddenly  came  an  eerie  howl, 
And  shadowy  wolves  began  to  prowl. 
We  heard  a  scream,  and  nothing  more, 
And  all  was  still. 

Margaret  Berry — Grade  VIII 
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A  New  Day 

The  moon  has  left  a  silver  trail 
Across  the  midnight  sky. 
The  stars  are  quickly  growing  dim 
Now  that  the  dawn  is  nigh. 

Then  gradually  the  stars  grow  dim 
And  seem  to  take  their  flight, 
In  other  distant  lands  to  shine — ■ 
The  watchers  of  the  night. 

And  now  the  sun  is  springing  up, 
A  glory  in  the  east. 
As  though  it  had  been  fastened  there 
Then  suddenly  released. 

Then  birds  begin  to  sing  their  songs, 
And  trees  begin  to  sway; 
For  they  are  now  all  heralding 
God's  gift — a  brand  new  day! 

Brenda  Simmie — Grade  IX 

Prize-winning  Poem — 
Intermediate  Literary  Competition 


Unexpected  Visitor 

The  wind  seemed  to  assault  the  trees  on  the 
boulevard.  The  base  of  the  houses  seemed  to  be 
torn  apart  by  the  onrushing  violence.  The  hail- 
stones tapped  against  the  window  pane  and  fell 
on  the  ground  like  beads  of  a  broken  necklace. 
Sandy  Anderson  tried  to  read  to  forget  the  wild 
storm.  The  reckless  wind  howled  through  the 
fireplace  and  made  her  shudder. 

Although  she  had  a  sweater  on  and  a  woollen 
blanket  around  her  legs,  her  blood  seemed  to 
freeze  within  her  veins.  The  swaying  limbs  of  the 
trees  outside  made  shadows  on  the  wall  which 
moved  like  dancing  monsters,  making  Sandy 
cringe  with  fear.  She  heard  a  noise  and  raced  to 
the  window  to  see  what  it  was.  It  was  only  the 
neighbour's  cat  mewing  pitifully  at  its  mis- 
fortune in  being  left  out  in  the  rain.  She  went 
back  and  sank  down  on  the  sofa,  wrapped  the 
blanket  more  firmly  around  her  legs,  and  settled 
down  to  read.  Wild  monsters  with  orange  faces 
and  green  hair  kept  creeping  through  her  mind. 
The  book  she  was  reading  had  gradually  lost  its 
interest  ever  since  her  parents  went  out. 

Impatiently  she  slammed  the  book  closed  and 
threw  it  into  the  darkness  of  the  corner.  Her 
dog  was  lying  in  that  unfortunate  corner  and 
yelped  at  being  maltreated  in  that  way.  Sandy 
fairly  flew  to  the  unlucky  spot  to  seek  forgiveness 
from  her  playfellow.  He  wagged  his  tail  furiously 
and  licked  her  hand  sympathetically.  With  a 
reassuring    pat,    Sandy    sauntered    out    to    the 


kitchen  and  left  him  to  his  nap.  Silently,  she 
ransacked  the  cupboards  and  made  the  most 
mouth-watering  jam  sandwich  imaginable. 

Just  as  she  was  sinking  her  teeth  into  a  sweet, 
moist  flood  of  jam  and  bread,  she  heard  a  gentle 
knock  on  the  door.  With  her  mouth  full,  she 
muttered  that  it  was  completely  her  imagination. 
A  few  moments  later,  a  second  knock  was  heard, 
but  this  time  more  impatient  and  abrupt.  The 
knife  she  was  holding  clattered  to  the  floor.  An 
icy  hand  seemed  to  clutch  the  pit  of  her  stomach. 
More  monsters  drifted  and  danced  through  her 
mind.  Cautiously  she  picked  up  a  metal  tray 
which  was  lying  near  her  shaking  hand.  She 
crept  silently  to  the  door.  Her  dog  whined  and 
whimpered  as  if  in  fear  for  his  mistress's  safety. 

On  the  way  to  the  door  she  glanced  at  her  face 
in  a  mirror.  It  looked  like  a  fresh  bank  of  snow. 
She  swallowed  uncomfortably  when  she  heard  the 
knock  again.  She  slowly  directed  her  shaking 
hand  to  the  doorknob.  She  found  courage  and 
flung  open  the  door,  ready  to  hit  the  unlucky 
night- caller  over  the  head  with  the  tray. 

The  tray  slid  from  her  hands. 

"Through  wind  and  rain  I  come!"  proclaimed 
the  visitor,  "to  help  you  with  the  mathematics 
you  had  trouble  with  this  morning,"  laughingly 
ended  Sandy's  friend,  Judy,  as  she  stepped  inside. 

Pamella  Kayser — Grade  VIII 
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SUZANNE   EVANS— GRADE  XI 


The  Great  Moment 

Amak  was  now  seventeen  and  had  reached 
manhood  according  to  the  ways  of  the  Eskimos. 
Tomorrow  he  would  start  off  on  his  first  seal 
hunt  unaccompanied  by  his  father.  When  he 
returned,  he  would  marry  Toushi,  the  girl  with 
whom  he  had  been  paired  since  her  birth.     His 
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father,  Oupec,  had  given  him  a  team  of  dogs,  and 
for  the  past  two  weeks  he  had  been  making  a 
komatic. 

The  next  morning  before  sunrise  Amak  don- 
ned his  two  deerskin  outfits,  iced  his  komatic 
runner,  hitched  up  his  dogs,  loaded  his  komatic, 
and  left.  Very  soon  the  family  igloo  disap- 
peared and  all  was  quiet  except  for  the  sound  of 
the  komatic  sliding  over  the  crispy  snow.  He  set 
a  few  traps,  for  a  few  fox  furs  meant  much  tea 
and  flour  at  the  trading  post. 

Later  that  day  Ouk,  the  lead  dog,  smelled  a 
seal's  breathing  hole  under  the  snow.  Amak 
waited  and  after  about  twenty-five  minutes  a 
seal  poked  its  nose  up  through  the  hole.  Quicker 
than  lightning,  Amak  had  shot  it  and  was  hauling 
it  onto  the  ice.  First  he  skinned  it,  then  gave 
some  meat  to  the  dogs,  ate  some  himself,  and 
loaded  the  remainder  on  the  komatic. 

Hunting  went  very  well,  and  when  Amak 
finally  had  all  the  meat  and  skins  and  foxes  his 
komatic  could  hold,  he  turned  toward  the  direc- 
tion where  the  sun  rose,  for  that  was  the  way 
home.  On  the  second  day  of  his  journey  home  he 
spotted  Pauka's  komatic.  After  a  few  miles  of 
travelling  together,  Pauka,  the  more  experienced 
hunter,  suggested  they  take  the  shorter  route 
over  land. 

The  last  day  of  their  travel  was  nearing,  and 
it  was  already  dusk  when  Pauka  just  slipped  from 
view.  Amak  looked  behind  him  where  Pauka 
had  been  travelling  and  he  was  no  longer  there. 
Panic  swept  Amak's  mind. 

Then  he  heard  a  faint  cry  and  rushed  in  its 
direction.  There  he  saw  Pauka  hanging  onto 
some  jutting  ice  in  a  hidden  crevice.  Pauka's 
dogs  and  komatic  were  no  longer  to  be  seen. 
Amak  quickly  took  his  dogs'  harnesses,  made  of 
strong  sealskin,  lowered  them  into  the  crevice, 
and  hauled  Pauka  to  safety. 

When  they  arrived  at  the  village,  Amak  was 
a  hero  for  he  had  saved  the  son  of  the  agnako, 
or  witch  doctor.  A  black  curse  would  hover  over 
the  village  if  anything  were  to  happen  to  the 
eldest  son  of  the  witch  doctor.  This  was  the 
greatest  moment  in  Amak's  life.  Later  that 
evening  in  the  igloo,  Amak's  parents  proudly 
watched  him  rub  noses  with  Toushi. 

Lily  Swaffield — Grade  IX 

It's  All  Over  So  Quickly 

It  is  Sunday  night.  Jan  has  all  her  home- 
work done  for  Monday.  Her  clothes  are  laid  out, 
and  she  knows  exactly  what  she  is  going  to  wear 
to  school  in  the  morning.  It  is  a  warm  spring 
evening,  almost  ten  o'clock. 

"Time  for  bed  now,  Jan,"  her  mother  called 
from  the  top  of  the  basement  stairs.  That  was  a 
phrase  Jan  used  to  hate  the  sound  of,  but  now  it 
was  different.     Sleep  was  a  friend.     One  could 


just  slip  into  a  nice  warm  bed  and  forget  all 
problems  and  troubles.  Sleep  was  another  world 
for  Jan. 

Jan  slowly  dragged  herself  up  to  her  bedroom. 
"Sleeping  is  so  nice,"  she  mused.  "It's  too  bad  I 
can't  be  awake  to  enjoy  it." 

She  stood  up  and  threw  her  nightgown  over 
her  head,  letting  the  cool  silk  float  down. 

Jan  went  into  the  bathroom  and  shut  the  door. 
She  leaned  on  the  sink  and  gazed  into  the  mirror. 
A  young  girl  with  blonde  hair  and  freckles  stared 
back  at  her.  They  both  washed  and  brushed 
their  hair. 

Then  Jan  went  back  to  her  bedroom  alone. 
She  jumped  into  her  bed,  and  cuddled  down, 
pulling  the  covers  around  her  neck.  She  curled 
up  like  a  squirrel  to  get  warm.  Then  she  relaxed 
with  one  arm  around  Wuzzie,  the  big  furry  dog 
that  her  brother,  Mark,  had  given  her  last 
Christmas. 

"Mark's  a  nice  brother,"  she  said  to  herself. 
"I'm  lucky  to  have  an  older  brother.  When  I  get 
married  all  my  children  are  going  to  have  -yawn- 
older  brothers.' 

"Jan!  Wake  up,  Lazy!  It's  after  eight 
o'clock,"  called  Mark,  her  dear  brother,  right  in 
her  ear.  "Impossible,"  muttered  Jan.  But 
Mark  was  opening  the  curtains  and  the  bright 
morning  sun  leaped  upon  her  and  told  her  it  was 
really  morning. 

She  sat  up  on  her  bed,  rubbing  her  eyes. 
"It's  not  fair,"  mumbled  Jan.  "It's  all  over  so 
quickly!"  She  glared  at  Mark.  "Murderer  of 
sleep!" 

"What?"  questioned  Mark. 

"Never  mind!  You  wouldn't  understand." 
Mark  walked  out  of  the  room.  Jan  smiled. 
"That's  why  it's  so  nice!     It's  all  over  so  quickly!" 

Jill  Plaxton — Grade  IX 


A  Winter  Day 

A  few  brave  cars 

Crept  on  the  glassy  lanes,  while 

Frosted  figures 

Plodded  along  the  treacherous  walks. 

The  bright,  cold  sun 
Shone  on  the  brick  buildings,  while 
Shadows  of  the  bare-limbed  trees 
Stretched  their  netted  fingers  across  the  window 
panes. 

Across  the  crusted  snow 
Skimmed  a  newspaper  page. 
But,  cars  and  people 
Passed  without  seeing  the 
Beauty  in  common  things. 

Gloria  Graham — Grade  XI 


16 


ON  THE  WAT  TO  THE  MORNING  PRAYERS 


17 


The  Hunt 

Dashing  across  the  meadows, 

Galloping  up  the  hills, 

Flying  over  the  fences, 

Leaping  over  the  rills: 

Mounted  on  a  hunter, 

Ebony,  black,  or  gray, 

While  up  ahead  the  hounds  run  free 

To  bring  the  fox  to  bay. 

Then,  suddenly,  the  well-bred  dogs 

Burst  into  frenzied  song; 

They've  seen  the  fox  amongst  the  trees — - 

The  final  chase  is  on. 

Up  and  over  the  walls  we  go, 

We  clear  the  logs  with  ease, 

Drawing  ever  closer  to 

The  fox  amongst  the  trees. 

He  comes  to  the  edge  of  the  woodland 

And  darts  into  the  field. 

The  hounds  go  dashing  after  him 

But  still  he  does  not  yield. 

Closer  and  closer  we  come  to  our  goal, 

The  horses  are  breathing  fast, 

A  few  more  yards — the  hounds  close  in; 

The  hunt  has  ended  at  last. 

Kathryn  Neilson — Grade  VII 


Too  Busy 

In  a  secluded  room  of  Flat  H  in  the  Queen 
Joan  Hospital,  there  is  now  an  empty  bed.  But, 
it  was  not  empty  twelve  years  ago.  Xo,  in  it  was 
a  tall,  fair,  muscular  boy  of  eighteen.  Before  he 
entered  the  hospital,  he  had  been  president  of  the 
student  Council,  captain  of  the  Basketball  team, 
and  an  excellent  student  in  his  college.  He  had 
loved  life,  and  had  always  "counted  his  blessings." 

One  morning,  he  had  had  a  stiff  neck  and  the 
next  day  he  had  sore  legs.  Two  days  later  the 
doctor  came  and  made  the  shocking  diagnosis  that 
Hob  had  "polio".  Within  an  hour,  Bob  was  in 
the  hospital. 

At  first,  he  was  sent  many  presents,  received 
piles  of  letters,  and  there  were  numerous  visitors 
to  cheer  him.  Then,  suddenly,  there  were  no 
more  letters  or  presents  or  visitors.  Everyone 
seemed  to  forget  about  Bob  Vickers. 

One  day,  Bob's  mother  ran  into  the  room 
saying,  "Bob,  your  father  has  been  offered  a 
wonderful  job  in  England.  You  can  be  trans- 
ferred to  a  hospital  over  there  and  we  shall  all 
be  together!"  Next  day,  Bob's  nurse  packed  for 
him  and  he  was  looking  forward  eagerly  to  the 
journey.  But,  it  was  all  too  good  to  be  true. 
The  doctor  claimed  that  Bob  could  not  manage 
the  journey  across  the  o  ean  and  Bob  was  to 
stay  at  home. 

Two  months  later,  his  parents  left,  promising 
to  visit  him  the  following  summer.     But  when 


summer  came,  all  that  Bob  received  was  a  post- 
card saying,  "Sorry,  dear,  Father  cannot  leave 
his  business.''  That  was  the  last  news  that  Bob 
ever  heard  from  his  parents.  He  supposed  that 
they  thought  that  now  that  he  was  twenty  five, 
he  needed  no  friends  or  help.  His  parents  were 
just  "too  busy." 

Now  Bob's  hair  was  a  dark  blond.  He  was  no 
longer  muscular,  but  "skinny".  He  no  longer  had 
his  deep  tan,  but  was  lily  white.  Bob  was  in  the 
hospital  for  twelve  years.  During  the  last 
five  years  he  had  not  one  visitor,  not  one  letter, 
and  not  one  gift.  He  spent  his  thirtieth  Christmas 
alone,  staring  out  of  his  solitary  window.  He 
never  felt  sorry  for  himself  nor  felt  any  hatred  for 
anyone.  He  died  that  night,  so  quietly,  in  his 
sleep.  He  had  no  mourners  at  his  burial.  Not 
even  his  nurses  in  the  hospital  came  to  his  burial. 
Everyone  was  "too  busy". 

Madeleine  Murray — Grade  IX 


Kidnapped 

(Entry  in  Library  Quiz  Book-Title  Contest) 

One  fine  day,  twenty  years  after  the  young 
voyageur  climbed  the  thornapple  tree,  Renny's 
daughter  Rebecca,  a  girl  of  the  limberlost,  and 
Mary  Anne  were  kidnapped  and  taken  through  the 
far  forest  to  Treasure  Island.  The  merry  men  of 
Iceland,  Adam  Bede,  and  Silas  Marner,  set  out  in 
the  little  ark  from  Rowan  Farm,  followed  a  light 
in  the  forest  beyond  the  black  stump  to  rescue 
the  little  women. 

The  King's  general,  Mrs.  Miniver,  and  her 
horse  Speedy,  also  went  to  join  the  wagons  rolling 
north.  By  chance,  the  eight  cousins  saw  the 
shadows  on  the  rock.  This  led  them  to  the  Lake 
of  Gold  and  The  Magic  Garden  where  they  found 
the  Black  Rose.  After  ten  years,  they  found  a 
village  in  a  valley  where  the  kidnapped  girls  were 
spending  their  seventeenth  summer.  They  held 
their  white  banners  on  the  long  ride  home  from  this 
little  world.  They  returned  with  the  crescent 
moon  to  the  good  wives  at  the  professor's  house  on 
Green  Dolphin  Street  inside  Asia. 

Judith  Knight — Grade  XI 


Snow 

Snow,  snow,  beautiful  snow. 

In  the  moonlight — how  you  glow! 

You  look  like  silver  stars 

When  you  fall  upon  the  cars. 

When  you  fall  upon  the  ground, 

The  wind  does^blow  you^round  and  round. 

Gertrude  Todd — Grade  III 
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Mon  Chien 

C'est  un  gros  chien  noir, 

II  est  toujours  bien  aimable, 

II  dort  sur  mon  lit  le  soir. 

Et  pour  me  plaire,  il  fait  tout  son  possible. 

En  6te\  il  a  toujours  chaud, 
Et  dans  l'eau,  souvent,  il  joue. 
Mais  a  mes  yeux,  il  est  beau, 
Et  moi,  je  l'aime  beaucoup. 

Quand  il  tire  un  traineau, 
II  travaille  bien  fort. 
II  ne  dit  jamais  un  mot, 
Et  apres,  il  s'endort. 

Madeleine  Murray — Grade  IX 

The  Caterpillar  Couldn't  Count 

Caterpillar  couldn't  count 

All  the  steps  up  to  the  mount; 

He  went  so  high 

He  reached  the  sky 

And  didn't  come  down  till  he  learned  to  fly. 

Martha  Pennock — Grade  III 

The  Lonely  Crusader 

{Entry  in  Library  Contest  Book-Title  Contest) 

Jane  Eyre,  the  tenant  of  Wilfell  Hall,  decided 
that  because  of  the  great  expectations  of  her  uncle, 
Silas  Marner,  she  and  her  counsins,  David 
Copperfield  and  Oliver  Twist,  would  visit  him. 
They  took  the  thirty-nine  steps  up  Gentian  Hill 
ending  at  the  door  to  the  north  side  of  the  old 
curiosity  shop  and  went  along  the  northwest 
passage  till  they  reached  his  ofhce.  He  welcomed 
them  and  said.  "Let  me  tell  you  something  of 
myself.  My  brother  Jonathan  and  I  felt  the  call 
of  the  wild  when  young,  and  spent  seven  years  in 
Tibet  where  we  met  a  man  who  told  us  always  to 
reach  for  the  sky.  The  stranger  was  the  man  from 
St.  Malo  who,  by  his  own  might,  became  the  little 
minister  who  assured  the  pilgrims'  progress  in 
America.  He  gave  me  the  yellow  hat  you  see 
beside  that  painting  of  towers  in  the  mist.  We 
followed  his  advice  and  formed  the  "White 
Company".  I  am  now  the  ulast  of  the  Mohicans" 
in  the  business,  and  want  you  to  succeed  me  as  I 
have  no  sons  and  Jon  was  kidnapped,  became  a 
Prisoner  of  Zenda,  and  later  was  lost  in  the  cruel 
sea. 

Old  Silas'  undecided  heart  was  quieted  by  this 
meeting  and  in  his  long  will  he  left  the  business 
to  his  nephews. 

Twenty  years  after,  when  the  shadows  on  the 
rock  lengthened,  and  the  wind  in  the  willows  began 
to  die  down,  they  still  talked  of  their  beloved 
uncle. 

Nora  Baker—  Grade  X 


Her  Valentine 

Grandmother  sat  in  her  old  arm  chair, 
Her  thoughts  were  far  away; 
She  thought  of  the  time  long  years  ago — 
One  special  Valentine's  day. 

'Twas  thirty  years  ago  or  so 
That  unforgotten  day, 
As  sitting  in  the  same  old  chair 
She'd  heard  a  wee  one  say: 

"This  is  for  you,  my  Mommy  dear, 
I  made  it  all  myself," 
And  handed  her  a  Valentine 
Worth  more  to  her  than  wealth. 

Her  thoughts  returned  to  the  present  day 
As  footsteps,  light,  drew  near. 
"That  must  be  little  June,"  thought  Gran, 
As  the  steps  became  quite  clear. 

Then  up  to  Gran  came  a  child  so  fair 
And  said  in  her  shy,  sweet  way, 
"This  is  for  you,  from  me,  Gran  dear, 
You  know,  this  is  Valentine's  day." 

Brenda  Simmie — Grade  IX 


Knight  in  Blue-Jeans 

Thomas  Buckerdown  was  very  happy.  He 
was  going  to  be  dubbed  a  knight!  Then  he  would 
ride  with  all  the  other  knights  before  the  queen. 
His  wife  and  children  whose  names  were  Bonnie, 
Jack  and  Pip  were  very  excited  also.  Pip  helped 
him  shine  the  armour  till  it  sparkled.  He  was 
almost  more  excited  than  Tom. 

It  was  the  day  before  the  dubbing  ceremony. 
Pip  went  down  where  the  sparkling  armour  hung. 
When  Crash!  It  feel  to  the  floor.  Pip  ran  upstairs 
crying.  He  told  his  mother  about  the  tragedy. 
They  both  went  downstairs  to  look  at  the  armour. 
It  had  a  big  dent  in  it!  His  mother  told  Pip  to  go 
to  a  tin-smith  to  see  if  he  could  get  the  dent  out. 

When  Tom  came  in,  he  looked  for  the  armour. 
"Where's  my  armour?"  he  thundered.  "Pip 
accidentally  dropped  it,"  his  wife  said.  Very  late 
Pip  crept  in.  When  his  father  came  in  in  the 
morning  Pip  hid  under  the  bed.  "Come  out  from 
under  there,"  Tom  yelled.  Pip  came  out. 
"Where's  the  armour?"  called  Tom.  "I  hid  it," 
said  Pip.  Tom  started  spanking  Pip  but  he 
would  not  give  in.  "Bonnie,  Jack,  find  my 
armour,"  Tom  called.  Soon  they  came  back 
without  finding  a  trace  of  the  armour.  "Well, 
dear,  you'll  have  to  go,"  his  wife  said.  "What  can 
I  go  in?"  he  asked.  "You'll  have  to  go  in  your 
blue-jeans,"  his  wife  told  him.  "I  can't,"  he  said, 
but  he  knew  he  had  to. 
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So  off  he  went  in  blue-jeans.  When  the  queen 
saw  him  she  thought  it  was  the  most  original 
outfit  she  had  ever  seen.  She  said  that  from  then 
on  every  time  a  knight  was  going  to  be  dubbed  he 
would  wear  blue-jeans  and  would  receive  a  new 
set  of  armour. 

Deborah  Dickson — Grade  V 


The  Witch 

The  witch  is  very  sly  and  mean 
And  she  rides  on  a  broom  at  night. 
She  has  never  really  been  seen — 
She  flies  at  a  terrific  height. 

On  Hallowe'en  nights 
She  mixes  some  brew. 
Which  frightens  the  folks 
When  she  says  boo-boo-boo. 

If  you  see  this  witch  ever 
It  will  give  you  a  fright 
Specially  if  you  see  her 
In  the  middle  of  the  night. 

Deborah  Ferguson — Grade  IV 


Skating 

I  like  to  skate, 

But 

I  don't  like  to  wait 

For  Winter  to  come, 

When  I  can  have  fun. 

I  like  to  skate 

But 

I  don't  like  to  wait, 

For  the  rink  to  be  filled. 

When  it  is,  I  am  thrilled- 

For  then  I  can  skate, 
And  not  have  to  wait. 


RETURNING    FROM   GYMNASTICS 


Deborah  Riley — Grade  IV 


A  Knock  at  Midnight 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  an  old,  old  house 
at  the  edge  of  Bridge  Street.  Nobody  cared  for 
it.     There  it  stood  shabby  and  bedraggled. 

Then  one  day  a  family  moved  in.  In  the 
family  there  was  a  little  girl  with  a  freckled  nose 
and  her  little  Scottish  Terrier  whose  name  was 
Laddie.     The  girl's  name  was  Gertie  Changer. 

At  night  Gertie  went  to  sleep  with  Laddie  by 
her  side.  Then  a  loud  knock  was  heard  at  the 
front  door.  It  woke  Gertie  and  Laddie  with  a 
start. 

She  put  on  her  little  pink  housecoat  and 
slippers  and  with  Laddie  she  crept  to  the  front 
door  and  opened  it.  As  she  did,  something  flew 
in,  but  she  couldn't  make  out  what  it  was  for  it 
was  so  dark  and  dull  for  it  was  midnight.  It 
went  around  crying  "Peo,  peo,  peo!"  Laddie 
ran  after  it.  Gertie  ran  to  turn  the  light  on  to 
see  what  it  was.  It  was  lucky  for  Gertie  that 
when  she  turned  on  the  light  the  flying  thing 
flew  around  so  that  she  could  see  what  it  was. 
It  was  a  golden  bird.  And  at  that  time  that  kind 
of  bird  would  give  good  luck  to  everyone. 

So  it  all  ended  up  that  Gertie  tamed  the  bird. 
They  all  lived  happily  ever  after. 

Beverly  Knight — Grade  III 


Winter 

Winter  is  a  jolly  time 

With  lots  of  ice  and  snow, 
And  children  romping  all  about 

With  rosy  cheeks  aglow. 

When  stormy  winds  are  blowing 

And  darkness  fills  the  sky, 
It's  fun  to  sit  around  the  hearth 

And  watch  the  flames  leap  high. 

Patricia  Sparrow — Grade  V 
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The  Ugly  Bug 

One  day  Blackie  went  for  a  walk.  Then  he 
met  a  bird.  The  bird  said,  "I  want  you  for  my 
dinner."  "How  shall  I  get  there?"  said  Blackie. 
The  bird  said,  "Hop  on  my  back,  then  I  will  take 
you  for  a  ride  to  my  house.  Then  I  will  get  my 
pan  out,  and  put  some  grease  in  it."  The  bird 
decided  he  would  not  eat  Blackie  because  he  was 
too  ugly,  and  so  the  bird  said,  "I  want  you  to  go 
home  and  I  will  take  you  home  on  my  back." 

Susan  Daniels — Grade  I 

The  Snowman's  Adventure 

One  day  a  snowman  went  walking.  He  had 
never  seen  the  world  and  he  wanted  to  know 
what  it  looked  like.  Soon  he  was  lost  and  very 
frightened.  Then  he  met  a  bear  and  the  bear 
wanted  to  know  where  the  snowman  was  going, 
but  the  snowman  wouldn't  tell.  Then  he  walked 
away.  On  the  other  side  of  a  hill  he  saw  a  tiger. 
He  was  frightened  of  the  tiger  but  the  tiger  was 
frightened  of  the  snowman  and  ran  away.  The 
poor  snowman  did  not  look  where  he  was  walking 
and  fell  down  a  snow  bank  and  that  was  the  end 
of  the  poor  snowman's  adventures. 

Helen  Hay — Grade  II 

Popcorn 

Popcorn's  very  good  to  eat 
No  matter  where  you  are — 
At  the  show  and  on  the  train 
Or  even  in  a  car. 

Debbie  Griffiths — Grade  II 

The  Frog 

Said  a  frog  in  a  pond 
To  a  bird  in  a  tree, 
"Don't  you  wish, 
That  you  were  me?" 

"No,"  said  the  bird; 
"Oh  no   by  far. 
Then  I'd  be  frognapped, 
And  put  in  a  jar." 

Beverley  Knight — Grade  III 


My  Kitty 

My  kitty  has  a  pretty  face 
She  cannot  talk  but  she  can  race. 
I  think  it  must  be  lots  of  fun 
To  purr  and  sleep  in  the  hot  sun. 

Elizabeth  Ha  worth — Grade  II 


The  Grousy  Mouse 

Once  there  was  a  grousy  mouse. 

Who  lived  in  a  little  house. 
He  went  to  bed  at  half  past  eight 

And  yet  he  always  woke  up  late, 

Once  there  was  a  grousy  mouse. 

Who  lived  in  a  little  house. 
He  went  to  bed  at  half  past  nine; 

And  woke  up  when  the  sun  did  shine. 

Once  there  was  a  grousy  mouse, 

Who  lived  in  a  little  house. 
He  went  to  bed  at  half  past  ten, 

And  he  never  woke  up  again. 

Nancy  Culver — Grade  IV 


A  Knock  at  Midnight 

Once  there  was  a  family  called  the  Campbells. 
They  lived  in  a  large  house  next  to  a  park. 
They  had  two  children. 

One  snowy  midnight  there  was  a  knock  on 
the  door.  Mr.  Campbell  got  up  and  answered 
the  door,  but  there  was  nobody  there. 

It  soon  became  morning.  Later  Mr.  Campbell 
walked  out  of  the  house  on  his  way  to  work.  He 
looked  down  at  the  snow  but  he  could  see  no 
footprints.  He  wondered  who  it  was  that  had 
knocked  last  night. 

Mrs.  Campbell  put  some  pillow  cases  out  on 
the  line.     Six   hours   later  it  became   midnight. 
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A  ghost  flew  in  the  children's  window.  They 
woke  up  and  screamed  for  their  parents.  Mr. 
Campbell  ran  out  of  his  room  and  straight  into 
the  children's  room.  The  scream  had  scared  the 
ghost  away.  As  the  ghost  flew  away,  one  of  Mrs. 
Campbell's  pillow  cases  blew  off  the  ghost's  body. 
They  found  it  had  been  a  bat.  The  children 
were  never  afraid  of  ghosts  after  that. 

Lorraine  Murray — Grade  III 

My  Dreams 

Once  I  dreamed  I  was  a  queen, 
So  beautiful  and  fair, 
And  had  a  crown  of  purest  gold, 
Upon  my  silver  hair. 

Once  I  dreamed  I  was  a  witch, 
Getting  into  trouble; 
Then  for  the  queen  I  did  something  bad 
And  my  punishment  was  double. 

Once  I  dreamed  I  was  myself, 
Sailing  over  the  sea 
And  when  I  woke  up  from  my  dream 
I  was  glad  I  was  just  ME. 

Carolyn  Richardson — Grade  IV 

Miss  Poppet's  Magic  Shoes 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  little  old  woman 
who  lived  in  a  lovely  little  cottage  near  a  high 
hill  and  a  little  brook.  This  little  old  woman's 
name  was  Miss  Poppet.  She  was  a  very  kind 
old  woman,  and  all  the  children  who  lived  in  the 
town  liked  her  very  much. 

Miss  Poppet's  favourite  belonging  was  a  pair 
of  shoes.     But  these  shoes  weren't  ordinary  shoes. 


They  were  magic  shoes.     They  were  a  pair  of 
shiny  black  shoes  with  golden  buckles. 

The  next  day  she  decided  that  she  wanted  to 
go  to  California.  So  after  lunch  she  started  to  go 
to  the  station.  Of  course  she  was  wearing  her 
magic  shoes. 

It  was  dark  when  Miss  Poppet  arrived  at  the 
house  she  had  rented.  It  was  a  lovely  big  house 
at  the  edge  of  the  town.  Soon  she  decided  to  go 
to  bed.  In  the  morning  the  house  looked  so 
empty  and  felt  so  lonely  that  Miss  Poppet  wished 
she  had  a  family  to  take  care  of. 

Now  every  day  she  wished  with  her  magic 
shoes  on  that  she  could  become  married  some 
time  soon.  One  day  it  actually  happened.  She 
had  found  a  nice  man  who  would  be  a  nice  father 
too. 

A  week  later  Miss  Poppet  and  her  going-to-be 
husband  Mr.  Parker  were  married.  What  a  day! 
There  was  cake,  cookies,  drinks,  and  lots  of  other 
good  things  to  eat.  They  had  a  splendid  time. 
They  were  both  very  happy. 

Then  Mrs.  Parker  went  down  to  the  place 
where  the  children  who  have  no  fathers  or 
mothers  stayed.  Finally  she  saw  twin  girls  she 
wanted.     Then  she  took  them  with  her. 

One  day  Mrs.  Parker  sat  down  in  her  rocking 
chair  beside  the  fire  and  sighed  happily.  "I  am  so 
happy  here  with  a  husband  and  two  lovely 
children  in  this  cosy  cottage." 

Claire  Roulston — Grade  IV 

A  Pair  of  Old  Shoes 

I  am  a  pair  of  old  shoes  sitting  alone  on  a 
deserted  road  and  this  is  the  story  of  my  life. 

When  I  was  first  made  1  found  myself  in  a  big 
factory   with   many   other   pairs   of  shoes.     The 
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people  in  the  factory  polished  me.  Then  I  was 
put  onto  a  big  truck  with  many  other  pairs  of 
shoes  and  hauled  off  to  a  shoe  store.  The  man  in 
the  store  put  me  on  a  shelf.  I  sat  on  the  shelf 
for  about  two  days  and  then  the  man  brought  me 
down  and  showed  me  to  a  young  well-  dressed 
man.  The  man  tried  me  on,  said  something  to 
the  store  owner  and  then  gave  him  some  money. 
I  was  given  to  him.  He  took  me  to  his  beautiful 
home  and  then  1  was  taken  out  of  my  box.  He 
carefully  slipped  me  on  and  out  we  went. 

From  then  on  I  led  a  busy  and  exciting  life. 
My  owner  and  I  went  to  parties,  dances,  sym- 
phonies and  to  many  other  exciting  places.  Every 
night  when  we  came  home,  my  owner's  valet 
would  polish  me  and  lay  me  in  the  closet  with  the 
other  pairs  of  shoes.  This  went  on  for  many 
months  but  gradually  newer  shoes  took  my  place. 
It  was  very  lonely  sitting  there  all  day. 

One  day  I  heard  a  knock  at  the  door.  The 
butler  answered  it  and  there  stood  a  family  of 
gypsies  begging.  The  butler  gathered  up  some  food 
and  clothing  for  them.  I  was  handed  to  them 
along  with  other  things.  They  thanked  the  butler 
and  were  on  their  way  back  to  their  caravan. 

I  was  amazed  to  see  the  difference  between  a 
gypsy's  life  and  the  life  of  my  first  owner.  When 
1  was  first  new  and  shiny  i  did  nothing  but  have 
fun.  But  now  I  walked  for  long  hours  on  a  dusty 
road.    At  night  there  was  no  valet  to  polish  me. 

I  finally  began  to  realize  that  I  was  needed 
much  more  in  this  life.  My  owner  did  not  have 
many  pairs  of  shoes.  He  had  only  one  pair  and 
that  was  me.  When  I  was  finally  too  old  and 
worn  out  to  be  repaired,  I  was  left  behind  on  a 
deserted  road  and  here  I  sit  alone. 

Patricia  Sparrow — Grade  V 


Our  School 


B  is  for  the  building 

A  is  for  all  the  girls- 

L  is  for  the  learning 

M  is  for  Miss  Murrell 

0  is  for  opportunity 

R  is  for  recess  when 

A  is  for  the  apple  in 

L  is  for  Miss  Lucas 


we  hope  to  get  one  day 
-the  good,  the  bad,  the  gay 
we  do  each  day  at  school 

-Wright  who  over  us  does  rule 
when  we  try  to  do  our  best 
we  do  both  play  and  rest 
my  lunch  pail  every  day 

who  has  no  time  to  play. 


H  is  for  the  house  that  was  red  in  every  way 

A  is  for  the  antenna  on  the  bee  we  studied  today 

L  is  for  the  library  in  the  junior  school 

L  is  also  for  Lundi  that  begins  the  week  as  a  rule. 

Jane  Ferguson — Grade  V 


The  Grousy  Mouse 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  little  gray 
mouse.  He  lived  in  a  dark  hole  under  the  boards 
of  a  house.  This  night  it  happened  that  upstairs 
they  were  having  cheese  for  dinner.  The  maid 
was  away  and  so  the  cheese  was  left  out.  The 
mouse  crept  up  to  the  dining-room.  "Nothing 
nice  in  this  house,"  he  thought.  "The  meals 
aren't  nice  and  the  worst  of  all,  they  never  have 
the  cheese  I  like.  They  are  getting  a  cat  with 
bright  green  eyes — cruel  things!  I'll  be  caught 
probably." 

He  stayed  in  his  hole  all  day.  He  got  very 
tired  of  it  and  he  wished  the  cat  would  not  bother 
him  all  the  time.  "Nothing  right  in  this  world," 
he  groused.     And  so  he  lived  a  very  lonely  life. 

Madeleine  Williams — Grade  II 
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Ambition 

A  famous  painter  I  want  to  be, 

With  a  tremendous  gallery  for  all  to  see, 

My  oils  will  be  of  the  finest  hues, 

And  water  colours  of  gayest  blues. 

My  fame  will  spread  both  far  and  wide; 

People  will  rush  to  be  at  my  side. 

Van  Gogh  was  just  such  a  painter,  they  say, 
But  something  puzzles  me  to  this  day, 
Why,  oh  why,  did  they  wait  till  he's  dead, 
Before  the  account  of  his  fame  was  spread! 

Catherine  Hamilton — Grade  VI 


The  Caterpillar  Couldn't  Count 

The  caterpillar  was  very  happy  one  morning 
as  he  walked  through  the  forest.  He  met  a  lot  of 
friends  and  chatted  with  them.  Everyone  was 
saying  the  same  thing,  "Are  you  going  to  the 
match?"  The  caterpillar  said  he  didn't  know.  He 
asked  the  bee  what  events  there  would  be.  The 
bee  replied,  "Spelling,  Shooting,  and  Counting." 
He  thanked  the  bee  and  started  home. 

When  he  arrived  he  looked  in  his  encyclopaedia 
for  counting.  He  found  it  didn't  help  him.  The 
caterpillar  thought  he  had  better  go  to  counting 
school  because  he  couldn't  count.  He  had  been 
there  three  weeks  and  only  learned  to  count  to 
five.  Caterpillar  didn't  know  what  to  do  when  the 
phone  rang.  It  was  Mrs.  Bunny  who  said  she  had 
new  babies  and  didn't  know  how  many  there  were. 
Caterpillar  grabbed  his  hat  and  ran  out.  He  was 
half  way  there  when  he  remembered  he  couldn't 
count.  He  couldn't  disappoint  Mrs.  Bunny  so  he 
kept  going.  He  went  into  Mrs.  Bunny's  house  and 
saw  the  babies.  He  started  counting.  One, 
2,  3,  4,  5,  6,  7,  8,  9,  10,  11,  12,  13,  14,  15.  "Mrs. 
Bunny,"  the  caterpillar  announced,  "you  have 
fifteen  babies."  And  do  you  know  who  won  the 
counting  match?    That's  right!    Mr.  Caterpillar. 

Deborah  Dickson — Grade  V 


The  Snowman's  Adventure 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  snowman  who 
wanted  to  be  alive.  A  fairy  heard  him  and  said 
magic  words,  and  then  the  snov\man  was  alive. 
He  turned  around  and  saw  the  fairy  and  thanked 
her. 

Then  when  no  one  was  looking  he  went  to  the 
Ice  Capades  and  went  on  the  ice  unknown  to 
everybody.  He  was  very  very  funny  and  became 
the  star  of  the  year.  He  became  so  proud  of 
himself  that  he  was  mean  to  everybody.  One 
day  the  good  fairy  came  and  saw  he  was  being 
mean.  Once  again  she  said  magic  words  and  he 
was  a  plain  old  snowman  standing  in  the  garden. 

Martha  Pennock — Grade  III 


Wind 

Wind  is  a  form  of  rushing  air, 

It  doesn't  seem  to  have  a  care. 
It  blows  through  trees  and  over  things, 

It  blows  so  hard,  birds  rest  their  wings. 
It  blows  your  hair  into  your  eyes. 

Yet  sometimes — how  still  it  lies! 
There  are  many  things  that  wind  can  do, 

I  am  fond  wind,  aren't  you? 

Denise  Roulston — Grade  VI 


The  Races 

There  were  thousands  of  faces 

At  the  races — 
The  horses  were  going 

At  all  different  paces. 

The  horses  were  wearing, 

Ribbons  and  laces 
And  bridles  and  saddles — 

It's  fun  at  the  races. 

Pamela  Richardson — Grade  IV 
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The  Baby  Carriage 

I  write  this  in  my  cell,  over  my  meal  of  dry 
bread  and  water.  This  is  the  story  of  how  I  made 
my  life  exciting. 

I  was  a  very  bored  bachelor  with  a  lot  of 
money.  I  had  everything  a  man  of  my  standing 
would  want.  But  the  only  thing  that  amused  me 
in  the  least  was  a  book  by  the  name  of  "How  to 
Rob  a  Bank." 

One  day  I  thought  it  over.  It  wasn't  the 
money  I  needed.  It  was  the  thrill.  Of  course  if  I 
let  anyone  in  on  it  I  wouldn't  get  all  the  glory.  So 
I  set  to  work.  I  bought  a  baby  carriage  and  a  big 
doll.  I  also  learned  the  time  the  corner  bank 
opened,  and  the  day  I  was  going  to  rob  it.  Yes,  I 
was  going  to  rob  the  bank!  The  date,  July  2nd; 
time,  ten  o'clock.  Everything  was  set.  I 
couldn't  wait. 

Next  morning  I  woke  up  at  7.15  and  got  every- 
thing ready.  I  put  the  doll  on  one  side  of  the 
carriage  and  covered  her  with  a  blanket.  At 
exactly  a  quarter  to  ten  I  started  out  and  arrived 
at  the  bank  at  two  minutes  to  ten.  I  waited  until 
the  manager  came  and  opened  the  door,  then  1 
followed  him  in.  I  went  to  the  wicket  and  handed 
the  teller  a  note  reading,  "Hand  over  all  the 
money  in  the  bank.  This  is  a  HOLD  UP.  I 
have  a  gun  on  you."  Everything  went  well  until 
I  started  out  of  the  bank  and  saw  two  policemen. 
I  was  looking  at  them  and  tripped  down  the 
steps  of  the  bank,  and  carriage,  doll  and  money 
all  went  flying  out.    The  alarm  was  rung! 

That  is  why  I  am  now  in  this  awkward 
position. 

But  if  someone  else  is  reading  "How  to  Rob 
a  Bank"  I  have  a  very  important  rule  for  him 


that  the  book  left  out.  Always  watch  where  you 
are  going  when  robbing  a  bank,  or  better  still, 
burn  the  book  and  abandon  the  idea. 

Lynne  Catley — Grade  VI 

If  I  Could  Change  Places 

If  I  could  change  places  with  Jane, 
I  would  have  a  very  good  brain; 
If  I  could  change  places  with  Jean, 
I  would  be  quite  serene; 
If  I  could  change  places  with  Cathy, 
I  would  be  exceedingly  happy; 
But  I  honestly  like  to  be, 
Really  just  like  me. 

Vicki  Griffiths — Grade  VI 

Number  Three  York  Avenue 

There  once  was  a  mysterious  man  who  owned 
a  house  in  New  York  at  No.  3  York  Avenue. 
He  had  been  left  the  house  by  an  old  friend  but  at 
first  he  didn't  want  the  house.  He  said  anybody 
could  have  whatever  they  wanted  out  of  it  and 
everything  was  taken. 

One  day  the  old  man,  named  Mr.  Confuser, 
came  to  the  house.  He  moved  in  and  never  came 
out.  His  neighbours  couldn't  understand  how  if 
he  didn't  come  out  of  his  house  he  got  food  and 
clothing! 

One  day  a  family  moved  in  next  door  to  the 
old  man.  They  had  a  little  girl  named  Violet. 
She  was  a  very  kind  and  gentle  but  brave  little 
girl.    This  bravery  led  to  disaster  as  you  will  see. 

One  day  Violet  was  walking  past  the  old  man's 
house  and  she  too  began  to  wonder  why  he  never 
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came  out.  Of  course  everyone  in  the  whole  city 
was  afraid  to  go  near  the  old  man,  but  not  Violet. 
She  went  very  boldly  up  to  the  door  and  knocked. 
When  she  didn't  get  an  answer  she  just  walked  in. 
She  didn't  see  anybody  so  she  went  upstairs. 
There  sitting  in  a  great  armchair  was  the  old  man 
himself. 

"What  are  you  doing  in  my  house?"  he 
boomed. 

"I  j-just  c-came  t-to  see  why  y-you  n-never 
came  out  of  y-your  house,"  she  quavered. 

"What  I  do  in  my  house  is  my  business,"  he 
roared.  Feeling  a  little  braver,  Violet  asked, 
"Why  don't  you  ever  come  out  of  your  house?" 

"Because  I  don't  like  people,"  he  said  quieting 
down  a  little  bit,  "and  you  had  better  go  before  I 
lose  my  temper,  but  please  come  back  tomorrow." 
Not  wanting  Mr.  Confuser  to  lose  his  temper 
again,  Violet  left  after  she  had  promised  to  come 
back  again. 

The  next  day  Violet  went  again  to  Mr. 
Confuser's  house.  When  she  knocked,  the  door 
was  opened  very  quickly,  and  there  before  Violet 
stood  a  young  handsome  man,  not  the  old  man 
she  had  expected. 

"Hello,  Violet.  Won't  you  please  come  in?" 
he  asked.    Violet  could  hardly  believe  her  eyes. 

"I'll  explain  everything,"  he  said. 


"Please 
astonished. 

"You  see," 
really  confused 
of  a  fairy  who 


do,"     replied    Violet,     feeling    very 


began  Mr.  Confuser  who  had 
Violet.  "I  was  under  the  spell 
was  the  fairy  of  "Kindness  to 
Animals".  I  was  not  very  kind  to  animals  so  she 
put  me  under  this  spell.  To  break  this  spell 
somebody  had  to  ask  me  why  I  never  left  my 
house.    When  you  did,  I  was  overjoyed." 

Barbara  Reeve — Grade  V 


Things  We  Think  We  Know 

Hunger's  a  thing  we  think  we  know. 
We  think  we're  cold  when  we're  in  snow; 
But  think  of  some  of  the  poor  Chinese, 
Who  starve  all  day  and  nightly  freeze. 

They  live  in  shacks  while  we  in  houses, 
They  wear  sacks,  and  we  wear  blouses; 
We  think  we  know  so  many  things, 
But  not  how  cold  and  hunger  stings. 

Catherine  Pennock — Grade  VI 


Riches 

If  I  had  the  riches  of  silver  and  gold 
I'd  be  a  knight  all  handsome  and  bold 
I'd  always  be  young — I'd  never  grow  old 
If  I  had  the  riches  of  silver  and  gold. 

Barbara  Buck — Grade  V 


JUNIORS    AT    PLAY 


The  Ugly  Bug 

Little  George  the  ugly  bug, 

Cried  all  day  on  the  big  green  rug. 

He  was  green  and  purple  and  pink  and  red; 
To  make  it  worse  he  was  thin  as  a  thread. 

He  was  supposed  to  dine  at  a  quarter  to  nine, 
With  a  pretty  butterfly  named  Clementine. 

The  poor  old  bug  he  started  off, 

He  was  sure  the  other  bugs  would  scoff. 
But  the  other  bugs  were  so  proud, 

They  started  to  cheer  and  sing  out  loud. 
So  who  should  be  dancing  at  a  quarter  to  nine, 

With  the  pretty  butterfly  named  Clementine? 
But  the  rainbow  bug  as  they  called  him  then, 

Who  never  would  be  sad  again. 

Deborah  Dickson — Grade  V 


The  Stream 

Swiftly,  tumbling  down  the  hill, 

Whirling,  twirling,  never  still. 

In  the  valleys  deep  and  wide, 

All  around  the  countryside. 

Ever  rolling  on  its  way, 

Through  the  night  and  through  the  day. 

Sometimes  slow  and  sometimes  fast, 

Till  it  reaches  the  sea  at  last. 

Susan  Majury — Grade  VI 


26 


~  -£§& 


27 


Perky  Remembers 

The  whole  Carter  family  was  assembled  by 
their  car,  ready  to  start  their  yearly  trip  to 
Sunset  Lodge,  a  ski  resort  in  the  nearby  moun- 
tains. Twelve-year-old  Patty  and  her  twin 
brother  Peter,  were  rushing  about,  doing  last 
minute  jobs,  and  becoming  more  and  more 
excited.  Although  they  both  loved  many  sports, 
their  favourite  was  skiing,  and  Christmas  holidays 
at  Sunset  Lodge  was  looked  forward  to  most. 

Mr.  Carter,  an  athletic  man  from  whom  the 
children  had  inherited  their  love  of  skiing,  packed 
the  skis  into  the  car,  and  Mrs.  Carter  climbed 
into  the  seat.  The  children  hopped  in  and  they 
were  off. 

Just  before  they  reached  the  lodge,  Patty,  her 
usual  gaiety  gone  for  a  moment,  remarked,  "I 
wonder  what  happened  to  that  little  deer  we 
found  and  cared  for  last  year." 

''Wouldn't  it  be  fun  if  we  could  find  him 
again,"  added  Peter. 

"He  would  probably  never  remember  you  if 
we  did  find  him,"  was  Mr.  Carter's  comment. 

"I  see  the  lodge!"  cried  Mrs.  Carter  and  the 
subject  of  Perky,  the  deer,  was  dropped  for  the 
time  being. 

Since  it  was  still  daylight,  the  children  were 
allowed  to  go  skiing.  When  they  reached  the 
top  of  a  mountain,  Peter  decided  to  go  down  the 
steeper  and  more  difficult  side.  Patty,  who  was 
not  to  be  bettered  by  her  brother,  started  down 
ten  minutes  after  Peter  had  left.  She  was  about 
three  quarters  of  the  way  down  the  hill  when  she 
rounded  a  corner  and  saw  a  log,  half-buried  in  the 
snow  directly  in  her  path.  She  saw  that  it  was 
too  late  to  swerve  or  even  stop  herself  by  falling. 
She  closed  her  eyes  tightly  and  braced  herself 
for  the  fall.  A  few  minutes  later  she  opened  her 
eyes  and  slowly  sat  up.  She  found  herself  none 
the  worse,  but  noticed  with  dismay  that  one  of 
her  skis  was  broken.  Patty  finally  decided  to 
try  to  get  back  to  the  lodge  while  it  was  still 
light. 

She  was  nearly  at  the  bottom  when  it  started 
to  snow,  slowly  at  first,  and  then  faster  and  more 
thickly.  Soon  the  whole  forest  seemed  to  be 
engulfed  in  a  whirling  white  cloud.  Patty  made 
her  way  through  the  waist-deep  snow  to  a  small 
group  01  birch  trees  where  she  huddled,  trying  to 
keep  warm. 

She  did  not  know  how  long  she  had  been 
there  when  she  awoke  to  a  silent  cold  world  of 
black  and  white.  Suddenly,  one  of  the  black 
shadows  began  creeping  towards  her.  She  tried 
to  swallow  the  lump  of  fear  which  had  risen  in 
her  throat  and  reached  for  a  nearby  stick.  Just 
as  she  picked  it  up  a  small  deer  walked  into  the 
trees.  He  did  not  show  any  sign  of  fear,  but 
came  towards  her  curiously.     As  he  drew  nearer, 


Patty  noticed  something  familiar  about  him. 
Then,  she  was  sure  that  he  was  Perky  the 
orphaned  fawn  they  had  taken  care  of. 

Suddenly,  she  thought  of  a  way  to  get  back 
to  the  lodge.  "It  will  all  depend  on  how  good 
your  memory  is,"  she  told  the  little  deer  as  she 
tore  a  piece  of  bark  off  a  nearby  tree.  "You 
remember  how  you  used  to  take  messages  back 
to  the  lodge  for  us  when  we  went  on  hikes,  don't 
you?"  she  went  on,  as  she  took  a  match  from  the 
metal  container  she  always  took  on  trips  and  lit  it. 
She  wrote  a  message  telling  her  parents  where 
she  thought  she  was  and  attached  it  to  a  crude 
collar  which  she  placed  around  Perky's  neck. 
She  then  sent  him  off  with  the  command,  "Go  to 
the  lodge,  Perky."  The  little  buck  gave  her  a 
knowing  look  and  trotted  off. 

About  two  hours  later,  Patty  saw  a  lantern 
bobbing  in  the  distance.  She  was  soon  happily 
reunited  with  her  family.  They  had  come  across 
Perky  in  the  woods,  and  Peter  was  sure  he  had 
passed  the  trees  in  which  she  was  hidden  on  his 
way  down  so  he  had  led  them  to  her. 

"You  did  give  Perky  a  reward,  didn't  you?" 
Patty   asked . 

"No;  he  scampered  off  before  I  had  a  chance 
to,  but  I  brought  a  block  of  salt,".  Mrs.  Carter 
answered. 

"I  hope  he  finds  it,"  said  Peter  as  he  laid  the 
block  down. 

If  anyone  had  turned  to  look  back  they  would 
have  seen  a  small  deer  eagerly  come  up  to  the 
salt  block,  lick  it,  and  then  watch  them  gratefully 
as  they  started  their  happy  trip  back  to  the  lodge. 

Kathryn  Neilson — Grade  VII 


The  Things  I'd  Like  To  Be 

I'd  never  be  a  monkey, 

Swinging  from  a  branch. 
I'd  never  be  a  pony, 

Living  on  a  ranch. 

But  I'd  like  to  be  a  fairy, 

With  wings  of  silver  and  gold. 

Or  maybe  even  a  lion, 

Who's  very  huge  and  bold. 

I'd  never  be  a  woolly  sheep, 

Who'd  sink  if  in  a  river. 
Or  a  puppy  dog  in  the  winter, 

Who'd  sit  outside  and  shiver. 

But  I'd  like  to  be  a  birdie, 

And  fly  up  in  the  sky. 
Or  maybe  a  little  angel, 

Who'd  never  tell  a  lie. 

Patricia  Sparrow — Grade  V 
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THE  STEPPING-STONES  BOOKS  IN  THE  JUNIOR  LIBRARY 

A  gift  from  the  Mothers'  Auxiliary 
THESE  BOOKS  ARE  FOR  YOU 


"STEPPING-STONES"        What  is  it? 


Stepping-Stones  is  a  distillation  of  many  book  lists.  There  were  two  objectives  in  its  conception: 
to  provide  a  background  for  Literature  and  to  emphasize  the  importance  of  a  First  Language  at  a 
time  when  this  might  be  obscured  in  the  general  concern  for  the  acquiring  of  a  Second. 

The  books  selected  in  Stepping-Stones  are  common  to  all  book-lists,  but  this  collection  differs 
in  its  plan  and  its  brevity.  It  does,  however,  owe  much  to  Lillian  Smith,  when  she  wrote  in  "The 
Unreluctant  Years",  that  we  must  ask  of  every  book  .  .  . 

"IS  IT  GOOD  ENOUGH  FOR  CHILDREN?" 

In  the  first  part  called  Stepping  Stones,  the  books  suggested  are  foundations  in  good  reading. 
In  the  second  section  called  "Classics",  the  list  is  extended  in  each  category  and  should  be  considered 
concurrently.  Surviving  books  published  after  1918  are  generally  considered  as  "Classics  in  the 
Making"  and  are  therefore  not  included. 

The  age-groupings  in  Stepping-Stones  are  printed  merely  to  suggest  the  idea  of  progressing  from 
one  well-written  and  long-loved  story  to  another.  The  sensitive  adult  and  the  listening  child  will 
determine  when  to  read,  and  when  to  listen.     This  is  the  heritage  of  the  individual. 
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THE  LIBRARY  EXECUTIVE 
1960-1961 


Chief  Librarians: 
Carol  Cranston 

Librarians: 

Judith  Cowie 
Carol  Albertsen 
Julia  Berry 
Signy  Hansen 
Josephine  Kerr 


Nancy  Webb 

Diane  McNaughton 
Linda  Miller 
Elsa  Rensaa 
Elsie  Shandro 
Dilys  White 


Grade  X — Library  Committee: 

Dora  Dempster  Gael  Swinden 

Nora  Baker  Clare  McCulloch 

Eleanor  Gaskell  Cecilia  Smith 

Dale  McKee  Nancy  Russell 

THE  SENIOR  LIBRARY 

Processing  and  cataloging  the  three  hundred 
new  books  which  have  been  added  to  the  Senior 
and  Junior  Libraries  have  kept  the  Library 
Executive  and  Committee  very  busy  indeed. 
During  one  of  the  lunch-hour  sessions  over  fifty 
picture    books,     for    the    Nursery    School     and 


Kindergarten,  were  processed,  and  the  pungent 
smell  of  Bookote  kept  onlookers  out  of  the 
library  for  hours. 

Among  the  hundred  new  books  for  the  Senior 
Library  were  eight  new  books  on  Canada,  given 
by  the  Richardson  Century  Fund,  an  interesting 
selection  of  new  novels  given  by  Mr.  Robbins,  and 
two  excellent  atlases  for  which  we  would  like  to 
thank  Mrs.  W.  J.  R.  Wilson,  and  Mrs.  Sutherland. 
The  History  section  has  been  refurbished  with 
many  new  and  interesting  books,  carefully 
selected  by  Mrs.  McEwen. 

During  Young  Canada's  Book  Week,  a  display 
of  books  from  each  section  was  arranged  by  the 
committee,  and  this  helped  the  girls  who  were 
eagerly  trying  to  find  all  the  answers  to  the 
Library  Quiz.  (After  all,  what  is  a  banya  drum?) 
We  had  eighty-five  entries,  and  some  of  the  essays 
incorporating  titles  were  very  clever  indeed. 
Suzanne  Evans  was  the  winner  in  the  Senior 
division,  Brenda  Simmie  in  the  Junior,  and 
Craig  Go  wan  was  the  house  with  the  most  points. 
It  was  during  Young  Canada's  Book  Week  that 
we  accessed  our  3,000th  volume,  The  Moonstone 
by  Wilkie  Collins. 

The  Library  has  been  used  for  many  displays 
this  year,  including  a  selection  of  prints  from  the 
Art  Gallery  which  were  changed  each  month,  and 
the  weekly  displays  put  up  by  the  Executive, 
featuring  different  countries.  The  German  con- 
sulate generously  gave  a  large  number  of  posters, 
pamphlets,  and  books  about  the  Arts  in  Germany. 


THE    LIBRARIANS'  AT    WORK 
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There  are  few  books  which  have  been  allowed 
to  gather  dust  this  year,  and  the  Executive  and 
Committee  have  done  a  wonderful  job  in  handling 
the  problems  of  ever- increasing  circulation. 

THE  JUNIOR  LIBRARY 

This  year  a  great  many  changes  and  improve- 
ments have  occurred  in  the  Junior  Library,  and  a 
total  of  two  hundred  new  books  have  been 
accessed  and  catalogued. 

The  major  project  of  the  year,  made  possible 
by  the  funds  provided  by  the  Mothers'  Auxiliary, 
was  the  development  of  Stepping  Stones — the 
basic  list  of  the  best  children's  books.  These 
books  have  been  carefully  selected  to  include  only 
the  best  editions  of  various  classics  with  the  best 
illustrations.  To  make  these  books  easily 
accessible,  display  shelves  have  been  built  at  one 
end  of  the  Library  with  a  section  for  each  classifi- 
cation. In  addition,  a  selection  of  twenty- five 
of  the  Stepping  Stones  books  was  given  to  the 
Kindergarten  and  Nursery  School. 

To  stimulate  interest  in  the  non- fiction  sections 
of  the  Library,  each  grade  has  set  up  a  display  con- 
nected with  their  current  studies.  We  have  all 
learnt  something  more  about  Canadian  history, 
Africa,  the  history  of  the  theatre,  early  times  in 
Canada,  and  been  quite  intrigued  by  Grade  V's 
monstrous  bees. 

Another  new  feature  has  been  the  noon-time 
Story  Hour  three  times  a  week.  Mrs.  Collie  has 
taken  her  material  largely  from  Stepping  Stones 
books.  Grades  1  and  II  have  listened  to  fairy 
tales  of  different  lands,  Grades  III  and  IV  have 
delved  into  Norse  and  other  mythologies,  while 
Grades  V  and  VI  have  heard  longer  stories  told 
to  them  in  serial  form. 

The  Junior  Library  is  greatly  indebted  to  Mrs. 
W.  J.  R.  Wilson  for  her  enthusiasm  and  gener- 
osity. Before  leaving  for  Europe,  Mrs.  Wilson 
gave  seventy  excellent,  recently  published  books, 
and  did  a  great  deal  of  research  in  choosing  them. 
Her  untiring  help  during  Young  Canada's  Book 
Week,  displaying  the  new  books,  lining  the 
shelves  with  red  felt,  and  presenting  a  large 
bouquet  of  flowers,  made  the  Library  look  like 
a  page  from  a  story  book.  We  wish  to  thank  her 
very  much  indeed,  and  all  the  mothers  whose  help 
and  efforts  have  made  the  Junior  Library  such  an 
interesting  and  well-used  room. 

The  Caterpillar 
Who  Couldn't  Count 

Caterpillar  couldn't  count, 
So  he  went  to  school; 
He  learned  to  count  up  to  five, 
And  they  had  a  rule. 

Louise  Nebbs — Grade  I 


The  Mysterious  Voices 

It  was  bedtime  in  the  Johnson  household. 
Judy  and  Jim  said  good-night  to  their  parents 
and  to  their  pet  monkey  Jerry,  then  went  to  bed. 
Soon  after  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Johnson  went  to  bed, 
too. 

At  about  midnight  Judy  and  Jim  were 
awakened  by  loud  footsteps  that  came  from 
downstairs.  The  children,  with  something  to 
protect  themselves,  went  into  their  parent's  room 
and  woke  them  up.  They  too  grabbed  something 
for  protection  and  started  down  the  stairs. 

Oh,  what  a  funny  procession  it  was!  Father 
leading  with  a  golf  club,  next  came  Mother  with 
her  tennis  racket,  then  came  Jim  with  his  new 
baseball  bat,  and  last  of  all  came  Judy,  looking 
rather  frightened,  with  her  hardest  doll. 

At  the  bottom  of  the  stairs  everybody  stopped 
at  the  sound  of  loud  voices. 

"No,  that's  not  very  valuable." 

"Here  put  this  silverware  into  my  sack." 

"Now  let's  open  the  safe,"  said  a  gruff  voice. 

At  that  Father  turned  red  in  the  face.  Then 
he  told  us  that  we  would  have  to  surprise  the 
thieves  by  rushing  in.  Everybody  got  ready  and 
in  they  ran!  To  their  surprise  there  was  nobody 
in  the  dark  living-room.  Suddenly  father  burst 
out  laughing.  The  rest  of  the  family  asked  him 
what  he  was  laughing  about. 

"Look  over  there,"  he  said. 

The  radio  was  on!  It  must  have  been  a  play 
on  the  radio  they  had  heard,  but  who  could  have 
turned  it  on?  Then,  from  the  corner  of  the  room 
came  some  funny  giggling  noises.  There  was  the 
guilty  one,  Jerry. 

Oh,  Jerry  had  played  a  mean  trick  on  them, 
but  instead  of  scolding  him  they  started  laughing. 

Denise  Roulston — Grade  VI 


The  Snowman's  Adventure 

The  children  built  a  snowman  one  day.  They 
put  on  eyes  and  mouth.  Then  they  went  and 
got  a  silk  hat.  They  did  not  know  that  it  had 
magic  in  it.  He  began  to  walk.  He  said,  "My 
name  is  Billy  White.  Let's  have  some  fun.  We 
can  play  tag."  The  snowman  was  "it".  He 
could  not  catch  the  children.  Then  he  said,  "I 
must  go  home  now,  because  I  will  melt  here". 

Marilyn  Neville — Grade  I 
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Turning  the  Sod 

On  November  23  a  luncheon  meeting  for 
parents  was  held  in  the  gymnasium.  The  plans 
for  the  New  Residence  were  shown  and  discussed, 
and  a  brief  report  was  made  by  Mr.  A.  S.  Leach, 
retiring  Chairman  of  the  Board  of  Governors. 

After  lunch,  the  members  of  the  School, 
parents,  and  friends  gathered  outside  while  Dr. 
C.  C.  Ferguson  officially  broke  ground  for  the 
new  building. 

Prayers  of  dedication  were  spoken  by  the 
Reverend  Nelson  Mercer  and  Reverend  Canon 
J.  C.  Clough,  and  the  short  service  closed  with  the 
Choir  singing,  "We  Thank  Thee,  Lord,"  and  the 
Doxology.  Jaqueline  Lye 

The  Red  House 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  little  brown 
mouse  called  Jupiter,  who  lived  in  the  Red  House. 
One  day  Jupiter  went  out  for  a  walk  and  met  his 
friend  the  rabbit.  When  they  got  back  to  the 
Red  House  some  men  were  pulling  it  down. 
Jupiter  cried  and  cried.  Rabbit  said,  "Don't 
cry,  because  you  are  going  to  come  and  stay  with 
me."  Next  morning  the  men  came  back  to  build 
a  new  house.  When  it  was  finished  it  was  a  red 
and  white  house  and  Jupiter  lived  happily  ever 
after.  Pamela  Puttock — Grade  1 


Thanks  to  Our  Mothers 

The  Mothers'  Auxiliary  of  Balmoral  Hall  has 
organized  many  successful  ventures  during  the 
last  ten  years.  Newcomers  are  tantalized  by 
being  asked,  "were  you  here  when  they  had  the 
'Smorgasbord'?"  or  "Do  you  remember  the 
Christmas  Village?"  and  they  have  to  be  content 
with  seeing  movies  and  slides  of  these  events. 

This  time,  however,  the  results  of  the  Mothers' 
Auxiliary's  efforts  will  be  enjoyed  and  admired  for 
a  long  time  and  by  many  who  have  not  yet 
entered  the  school.  Next  year's  boarders  will 
benefit  most  of  all.  When  the  new  Residence 
opens  in  September,  all  the  bedrooms  will  have 
pretty  curtains  and  bedspreads  made  for  them 
by  the  mothers. 

For  several  months  groups  of  mothers  have 
been  meeting  in  recreation  rooms  to  cut  out,  sew, 
and  press  yards  and  yards  of  material.  As  we  go 
to  press,  the  curtains  are  all  complete,  and  a  blitz 
has  been  organized  to  finish  the  bedspreads. 
Our  mothers  have  given  many  hours  to  this 
tremendous  undertaking,  and  on  behalf  of  all 
future  boarders,  we  should  like  to  thank  them 
for  their  special  contribution  to  the  new  building. 
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Music  at  Balmoral  Hall 

The  students  of  Balmoral  Hall  begin  our 
school  day  with  music.  At  Morning  Prayers  we 
join  in  hymn  singing  led  by  the  Choir,  which  is 
chosen  from  Grades  Nine  to  Twelve.  The  Choir 
members  practise  at  least  once  a  week  throughout 
the  year,  under  the  direction  of  Mrs.  Birse,  and 
speaking  as  one  of  them  I  can  say  that  we  love 
every  minute  of  it. 

Each  day  one  of  the  seven  organists  takes  her 
turn  to  play  for  Morning  Prayers.  When  Miss 
Murrell-Wright  asked  me  if  I  would  like  to  be  one 
of  the  organists,  I  felt  rather  nervous  at  the 
prospect.  Finally,  however,  my  turn  came  and 
I  soon  found  that  by  pressing  a  stop  here  and  a 
stop  there  I  could  produce  lovely  sounds,  and  I 
have  found  it  a  valuable  musical  experience. 

Almost  any  time  of  the  day  if  one  were  to 
walk  past  the  Practice  Rooms,  one  would  hear  a 
variety  of  noises.  Balmoral  Hall  is  fortunate  in 
having  three  piano  teachers  and  they  are  all  kept 
very  busy.  As  piano  students,  the  time  has 
come  when  our  teachers  threaten  us  with  the 
news  that  recitals  are  "just  around  the  corner," 
and  we  redouble  our  efforts  accordingly. 

Because  music  plays  an  important  part  in  my 
life,  I  have  found  that  my  year  at  Balmoral  Hall 
has  been  very  rewarding  in  increasing  my  love  and 
appreciation  of  this  art.  I  have  reached  a 
deeper  understanding  because  of  spending  more 
time  in  actual  learning,  practising,  and  enjoying 
many  ways  of  making  music. 

Sandra  Workman 


Musical  Events  of  the  Year 

This  year  many  students  have  been  to  a 
variety  of  musical  events  outside  the  school. 
Even  the  students'  own  piano  recitals  often  took 
place  elsewhere.  Since  the  Drawing  Room  is 
being  used  as  a  bedroom,  several  recitals  have 
been  held  in  the  homes  of  the  respective  piano 
teachers. 


Concerts  for  young  people  of  various  ages  are 
now  a  recognized  part  of  the  Winnipeg  Sym- 
phony's season,  and  this  year  Balmoral  Hall 
students  from  Grade  Four  to  Grade  Twelve 
attended  concerts  of  this  kind.  At  one  of  these, 
Victor  Feldbrill,  the  conductor,  commented  on  the 
great  improvement  he  had  noticed  this  year  in 
the  response  of  the  children  at  these  concerts. 

Those  of  us  who  attended  the  Celebrity  or 
Symphony  concert  series  had  a  varied  season  of 
singing  and  instrumental  music.  In  addition, 
many  enjoyed  performances  of  the  Royal  Winni- 
peg and  National  Ballet  companies.  Of  all  these 
concerts  perhaps  the  most  memorable  was  that 
given  by  the  New  York  Philharmonic  under  the 
direction  of  Leonard  Bernstein. 

Linda  Leach 


The  Nativity  Service 

Silently  each  parent  was  admiring  the  hardly 
recognizable  gymnasium,  dimly  lit  by  the  lights 
of  eight  Christmas  trees  around  the  walls. 
Everyone  stood  quietly  when  the  organ  began 
to   play. 

In  keeping  with  the  festival  of  Christmas,  the 
Choir,  each  girl  holding  a  glowing  candle  and  a 
red  song  sheet,  led  the  School  in  singing,  "Once 
in  Royal  David's  City."  This  carol  set  the 
mood  for  the  service  which  consisted  of  carols 
sung  by  the  Choir  and  by  each  Grade. 

A  Grade  Three  student  introduced  the 
Nativity  story  by  reciting  the  Magnificat.  The 
story  was  continued  by  members  of  the  Senior 
School.  Passages  were  read  from  the  Bible,  and 
nativity  scenes  shown  on  the  stage,  while  carols 
and  hymns  of  praise  were  softly  sung  by  the 
Choir.  After  the  Blessing  was  pronounced  by 
The  Very  Rev.  W.  E.  Harrison,  the  Service 
concluded  with  the  candlelight  procession  of 
choir  and  students  singing  "The  First  Nowell." 

Soon  the  gymnasium  began  to  echo  with 
voices  of  guests  praising,  as  always,  the  lovely 
School  Carol  Service. 

Nancy  Ann  Eaton 
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Van  Gogh 

On  February  20th,  the  School  went  to  see  the 
Van  Gogh  Exhibition  at  the  Norquay  Building, 
And  thereby  missed   most  of  Friday  after- 
Noon's  classes. 

The  guide  told  a  little  of  Van 
Gogh's  life  to  help  in  understanding 
Of  his  paintings.     She  also  showed  the 
Girls  how  to  cup  their  hands  before  looking  at 
His  famous  painting,  "The  Potato  Eaters."   This 
gave  it  the  lighting  he  intended  and  showed 
The  texture  he  tried  to  produce  by  bringing 
Out  the  green  and  yellow  tones  a  person 
Usually  misses.     This  visit  will  long  be 
Remembered  as  a  rare  opportunity. 

Suzanne  Evans 


Vincent  Van  Gogh 

Van  Gogh,  a  Dutchman,  perhaps  can  be 
considered  too  good  for  the  people  he  associated 
with.  He  was  alienated  from  all  classes  of  people. 
His  family,  soon  after  he  had  started  to  paint, 
began  to  feel  he  was  worthless.  He  had  tried 
many  kinds  of  jobs,  but  soon  lost  these  and 
decided  to  take  up  painting  as  a  career. 

He  developed  quite  a  different  technique — 
painting  pictures  in  dull  browns  and  greys.  The 
people  of  his  time  were  not  used  to  this  type  of 
painting  and  could  see  no  value  in  it.  During 
his  life  time  he  was  only  able  to  sell  one  painting. 

He  painted  in  two  different  styles,  the  first  of 
which  represents  his  "sombre  period".  Some 
wonderful  paintings  were  done  during  this  period. 
A  good  example  is  "The  Weaver".  It  is  done  all 
in  one  colour  in  different  shades  of  brown,  but  all 
details  can  be  plainly  seen.  He  also  did  another 
which  is  considered  to  be  one  of  his  most  famous, 
"The  Potato  Eaters."  It  also  is  done  in  dull 
colours  but  gives  a  clear  idea  of  what  kind  of  life 
these  peasants  lived. 

For  those  who  do  not  care  for  dark  paintings, 
he  did  some  lovely  outdoor  scenes  of  apple 
blossoms.  This  was  his  second  style  which  he 
painted  in  France.  The  sun  was  very  brilliant 
during  the  summer  and  his  paintings  showed  this. 
Instead  of  taking  long  strokes  he  dabbed  the  paint 
on  and  this  gives  a  completely  different  effect. 
To  show  that  he  could  get  a  fine  effect  with  thick 
paints  he  made  a  copy  of  a  Chinese  print  which 
shows  very  fine  lines  and  details. 

One  of  his  later  works,  which  was  my  favourite, 
was  a  picture  of  ivy  growing  in  a  forest.  His 
strokes  show  an  unbelievable  motion.  The  light 
was  well  shown  in  this  picture  too.  He  did 
another  which  impressed  me  very  much  which 


showed  a  boy  gathering  up  wheat.  This  picture 
showed  the  action  as  if  it  had  been  photographed. 
It  is  almost  hard  to  believe  that  a  still  picture 
could  show  so  much  action. 

I  found  his  paintings  very  interesting  and  I 
now  understand  why  Van  Gogh  is  considered  one 
of  the  world's  best  painters. 

Sheryl  Noonan — Grade  VIII 


Symphony  Concert 

On  October  11,  Grades  Four,  Five  and  Six  got 
onto  the  chartered  bus  and  left  for  the  Playhouse 
Theatre.  It  was  a  lovely  day  and  we  sang 
songs  all  the  way. 

When  we  entered  the  Playhouse  we  sat  down 
and  waited  for  a  while.  The  lights  went  out  and 
everybody  seemed  to  be  saying,  "Oh!"  because 
it  looked  so  beautiful. 

The  concert  started  by  singing  "God  Save 
the  Queen"  and  then  the  conductor,  Mr.  Feldbrill, 
showed  us  some  of  the  instruments  in  the  orches- 
tra. Mr.  Feldbrill  showed  us  the  string  section, 
the  woodwinds,  the  brass  section  and  the  drum*. 
One  of  the  percussion  instruments  is  the  cymbal, 
and  this  gives  a  tingly  sound  that  makes  you 
shiver.  They  are  very  important  to  the  sym- 
phony because  they  can  really  make  you  under- 
stand a  piece  of  music.  The  drums  are  percussion 
instruments  too.  They  give  a  booming  sound 
like  the  rhythm  of  the  music. 

The  music  they  played  was  very  beautiful 
First  there  was  a  "Waltz  for  the  Strings"  by 
Tchaikowsky  which  was  written  entirely  for  the 
string  section  of  the  orchestra.  Scherzo,  from 
"A  Midsummer  Night's  Dream"  by  Mendelssohn 
came  next.  It  was  written  when  he  was  only 
seventeen  years  old.  This  piece  is  written  for 
the  woodwind  section  of  the  orchestra.  My 
favourite  on  the  programme  was  "The  Little 
Fugue  in  G  Minor"  by  Bach 

Mr.  Feldbrill  explained  several  techniques  to 
us.  One  was  a  fugue.  It  is  when  one  section  of 
the  orchestra  plays  a  certain  theme  and  another 
section  plays  the  same  theme,  but  the  first 
section  goes  on  with  the  piece  and  so  on  until  the 
whole  orchestra  is  playing.  It  is  something  like  a 
round.  Next  we  sang  the  round,  "Sing,  Sing 
Together". 

Then  we  all  went  home  saying  to  each  other, 
"What  a  good  symphony  concert!"  We  sang 
coming  home  and  when  we  came  to  the  school 
we  went  around  the  block  twice.  Then  we  sang, 
"For  He's  a  Jolly  Fellow"  to  the  Bus  Driver. 


Judith  Gardner 
Catherine  Hamilton 
Deirdre  Malone 
Denise  Roulston 


Grade  VI 
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BALLATER   HOUSE 

THIRD  ROW— C.  Smith,  D.  Dempster,  J.  Sutherland,  J.  Hamilton,  B.  McMurray,  S.  Fletcher,  D.  Sage,  J.  Lye, 
J.  Berrv,  A.  Sellers  (Head  of  House),  M.  Tweddell,  P.  Burnford,  V.  MacDuff,  L.  Leach,  K.  Kilgour,  J.  Mocdy, 
J.  Sellers,  L.  Pitt,  A.  McLean. 

SECOND  ROW— L.  Catley,  M.  Berry,  J.  Rattray,  S.  Noonon,  R.  Condo,  P.  Glover,  M.  Wiley,  S.  Bracken,  K.  Neilson, 
S.  Dawson,  L.  Allison,  D.  Jackson,  L.  Colville,  H.  Campbell,  C.  Sehmied. 


FIRST  ROW— L.   Watson,   D.  Grain,   D.  Ferguson,   C.  Wood, 
J.  Ferguson,  E.  Wiley,  K.  Alexander. 

ABSENT— C.  Nairn,  Z.  Linder,  G.  Tucker. 


D.   Casey,   D.  Leadley,   S.   Saunders,   S.  Puttock, 


BALLATER  HOUSE 


Dear  Ballaters, 

It  has  been  a  very  rich  and  real  experience  for 
me  to  be  Head  of  our  house  this  year.  I  have 
appreciated  the  loyalty  that  you  as  a  group  have 
given  to  me.  It  is  a  strange  coincidence  that 
brings  so  many  divergent  talents  together,  and  I 
appreciate  the  efforts  of  everyone  who  has  con- 
tributed to  the  total  success  of  the  house. 

First  of  all  I  would  like  to  thank  the  Juniors 
for  their  outstanding  victory  on  Sports'  Day, 
especially  Susan  Saunders  who  won  the  midget 
cup.  In  addition,  your  entering  the  Literary 
Competition  and  good  conduct  helped  us  greatly 
towards  our  goal.  Keep  up  your  enthusiasm 
for  Ballater! 

Sports'  Day  was  our  first  big  victory,  and  my 
congratulations  go  to  Linda  Pitt  and  Jane  Moody 
who  won  the  Senior  and  Intermediate  Champion- 
ships respectively.  We  also  came  first  in  the  Library 
Quiz,  and  I  would  like  to  thank  all  those  who 
made  this  victory  possible.  In  volleyball,  we 
came  close,  but  did  not  quite  win.  As  for 
broomball — well,  we  will  not  mention  that. 


At  Christmas,  we  placed  first  in  academic 
work  and  in  conduct — a  most  important  achieve- 
ment. Last  term  brought  the  Literary  Competi- 
tion in  which  we  did  fairly  well.  Here,  I  com- 
mend Kathy  Neilson  and  Margaret  Berry.  At 
the  moment  we  are  playing  basketball  games  and 
preparing  for  our  swimming  meet.  Here's  hoping 
we  do  well  in  them! 

To  the  staff  members,  especially  Mrs.  Mc- 
Diarmid,  our  staff  adviser,  I  would  like  to  say 
how  much  I  have  enjoyed  having  you  in  Ballater 
House. 

Tnis  year  could  not  have  been  successful 
without  the  help  of  Linda  Pitt,  our  Sports' 
Captain,  Valerie  McDuff,  our  uniform  monitress, 
and  Julia  Berry,  our  secretary. 

As  I  look  back  on  tnis  year,  I  realize  how 
wonderful  you  have  all  been  to  me.  Next  year's 
House  Head  is  certainly  lucky  to  get  such  a 
wonderful  group  of  girls! 

With  love, 

Anne  Sellers, 
Head  of  Ballater 
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BRAEMAR  HOUSE 


Dear  Braemar, 

As,  once  again,  the  year  comes  to  an  end, 

I  sit  and  reminisce  about  it  now, 

And  try  to  think  of  all  the  girls  that  I 

Can  thank  for  being  such  a  help  to  me. 

But  I,  alas,  remember  everyone; 

For  everyone  indeed  has  done  her  share. 

The  first  time  we  appeared  in  public  was 

On  Sports'  Day,  when  our  spirits  all  were  high. 

Our  gay  house  cheers  forever  will  be  loved: 

And  even  though  we  did  not  win  the  day, 

We  placed  in  almost  every  race  we  ran. 

Then  came  a  sport  in  which  we  placed  but  third; 


And  this  was  volleyball!  .  .  .  but  we  had  fun! 
In  work  we  always  manage  to  place  first 
And  that  makes  me  so  proud  of  all  my  girls. 
In  broomball  we  had  fun  and  we  came  first: 
And  we  did  well  in  basketball  and — most 
Of  everything — we  tried  our  best  each  time. 
But  it  was  YOU  who  did  these  things,  Braemar: 
And  I  am  proud  of  you  and  hope  and  pray 
That  all  your  days  will  be  happy,  as  mine 
When  I  look  back  and  think  of  all  of  you. 

Nancy  Ann  Eaton 
Head  of  Braemar. 


BRAEMAR   HOUSE 

FIFTH  ROW— M.   Trueman,   D.  White,   N.  Baker,  J.  Knight,   M.   Brooks,   J.  Cowic,   E.  Gaskell,   L.  Folliott, 
D.   McNaughton,   J.   Plaxton,   E.  Shandro. 

FOURTH  ROW— A .  Mason,  M .  Shandro,  D.  Moore,  J .  Kirbyson,  E.  Clough,  I .  Huebert,  N .  A .  Eaton  (Head  of  House), 
D.  MacKenzie,  E.  Webster,  J.  Dowler,  J.  Harrison,  I.  Brown. 

THIRD  ROW— P.  Johnston,  J.  Stephenson,  N.  Sym,  M.  Murray,  R.  Kipp,  N.  Russell,  J .  Campbell,  S.  Guest,  S.  Riley, 
J.  Clough. 

SECOND  ROW— N.  Culver,  D.  Roulston,  V.  Griffiths,  B.  Reeve,  M.  Greatrex,  D.  Dickson,  N.  Nelson. 

FRONT  ROW— D.  Bloomer,  P.  Reeve,  C.  Richardson,  J.  Doidge,  C.  Roulston. 

ABSENT— J.  Evans,  P.  Sparrow. 
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CRAIG   GOWAN   HOUSE 

IN  THE  TREE— C.  Armytage,  D.  Malone,  C.  L.  Garry. 

THIRD  ROW— J.  Barling,  K.Alexander,  E.  Arneson,  S.Ryan,  L.  Trimble,  G.  Graham,  M.  Bain,  B.  Nichol,  S.Evans, 
(Head  of  House),  M.  Dowse,  L.  Miller,  D.  Harrison,  S.  Workman,  S.  Stephens,  B.  LeBeau,  C.  Gourley, 
N.  Webb,  G.  Siemens. 

SECOND  ROW— R.  Stewart,  F.  Tanner,  B.  Simmie,  V.  Dubiskey,  N.  Smith,  C.  Swindell,  L.  Swaffield,  R.  Bendas, 
J.  Quinn,  J.  Brodie,  J.  Alexander,  D.  Nightingale. 

FIRST  ROW— P.  Kayser,  D.  Riley,  P.  Pennoek,  B.  Bliek,  P.  Riehardson,  C.  Vincent,  J.  Evans,  K.  Boyer,  C.  Emerson, 
D.  Kilgour,  P.  Jobson. 

ABSENT— R.  Genser,  R.  Golumbia,  M.  Carscallen. 


CRAIG  GOWAN  HOUSE 


Cheers — three  great  big  ones  for  a  marvellous 
group  of  girls — Craig  Gowan,  of  course! 

Really,  I  have  enjoyed  working  and  playing  with 
all  of  you  from  the  time  that 

Armytage  bloomers  hung  from  our  tree,  until  this 
very  moment.     I  am  quite  certain  that 

I  shall  never  forget  the  pride  of  winning  a  com- 
petition, occasional  struggles  to  increase  our 

Games  attendance,  or  the  times  our  conduct  sheet 
was  surprisingly  low — of  which  a  certain 
redhead  (by  sheer 


Good  luck)  managed  to  procure  an  unusual  piece 
of  evidence.     Seriously,  there  is 

Only  a  small  space  in  which  to  thank  all  the 
individuals  who  put  so  much  time  and 

Work  into  our  House.  Therefore,  I  am  leaving 
this  privilege  to  each  member.  Remember — 
personal  pride 

And  team  spirit  are  all  you  need  as  you  go 
through  life.     Keep  up  Craig  Gowan's  spirit; 

Never  let  it  fail! 

Suzanne  Evans 
Head  of  Craig  Gowan 
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GLEN  GAIRN  HOUSE 


What  this  Year  Has  Meant  to  Me: 

This  year,  as  Head  of  Glen  Gairn,  has  been 
very  exciting  and  full  of  new  experiences.  I  was 
very  proud  and  happy  when  you,  the  House, 
chose  me  to  lead  you  for  the  coming  year.  The 
confidence  you  put  in  me  rather  frightened  me 
because  I  did  not  know  if  I  could  live  up  to  your 
expectations. 

What  This  Year  Has  Meant  to  Each  Member: 

I  hope  that  this  year  each  one  of  you  has 
learnt  a  little  more  about  sportsmanship.  Per- 
haps you  have  realized  what  fun  it  can  be  to  work 
together  towards  a  common  goal.  The  ex- 
perience that  comes  through  belonging  to  a 
House  is  worth  all  the  heartaches  you  go  through 
when  your  House  does  not  win.  It  should  give 
us  all  a  better  attitude  towards  competition,  and 
the  satisfaction  of  working  separately  and  to- 
gether for  goals  shared  by  our  fellow  House 
members. 


What  This  Year  Has  Meant  to  the  House: 

This  year  Glen  Gairn  has  not  placed  first,  but 
I  do  not  think  that  this  is  as  important  as  the 
fact  that  at  times  we  have  shown  that  we  can 
work  together  successfully.  Glen  Gairn  has 
shown  the  enthusiasm  which  I  think  is  the  sign  of 
a  successful  House  and  next  year  I  hope  that  you 
will  place  higher. 

I  should  like  to  express  my  thanks  to  Signy 
Hansen,  our  energetic  Sports  Captain,  who  has 
been  a  great  help  to  me.  Also  to  Anita  Urquhart 
and  Carol  Cranston,  who  have  helped  me  in 
guiding  the  House.  Carol  Albertsen  deserves 
cheers  for  her  work  as  Uniform  Monitress. 

Good  luck  to  all  of  you  and  to  the  House  in 
the  years  to  come.  Thank  you  for  my  wonderful 
year  as  House  Head. 

Much  love, 

Nicky  McGibbon, 
Head  of  Glen  Gairn. 


GLEN    GAIRN   HOUSE 

FOURTH  ROW— M.  L.  Sinclair,  J.  Bleeks,  M.  Martindale,  E .  Ward,  M.  Gwyn,  P.  Warren,  E.  Rensaa,  H.  McGibbon 
(Head  of  House),  J.  Kerr,  G.  Swinden,  C.  Albertsen,  W.  Elsdon,  E.  Brereton,  P.  McDonald,  M.  Dangerfield, 
D.  Fengstad. 

THIRD  ROW — Maryel  Andison,  K.  Wilson,  M.  Tompkins,  C.  Cranston,  S.  Hansen,  J.  A.  Andrews,  A.  Urquhart, 
J.  Schmerchanski,  C.  McCulloch,  D.  McKee,  S.  Hutchings. 


SECOND  ROW— C.  Howat,  S.  Cain,  M.  Hamilton,  D. 


FRONT  ROW— S.  Osier,  A.  Ripley,  A.  Gardner,  S.  Majury,  C.  Hamilton,  J.  Brigg: 
C.  Hunt,  L.  G.  Arnett,  J.  Kent,  C.  Newcombe. 

ABSENT— B.  Kennedy,  S.  Harris,  J.  Searrow. 


Lansky,  M.  Bethel,  Margaret  Andison,  D.  Silvester. 

D.  Stack,  L.  Bullock,  A.  Hunt, 
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CLASS    NOTES 


The  Sporting  Sevens 

The  following  film-strips  show  our  gifted 
athletes  who  hope  to  compete  at  the  1968 
Olympics. 

We  start  at  the  rink  where  Kathy  is  practising 
her  solo,  while  Jayne  speeds  round  the  edge. 

On  the  hill  Judy  Clough  sets  off  on  the 
Slalom  Course  and  Rosemary,  Marilyn,  Ditte, 
and  Frances  start  down  the  bobsled  ruD. 

At  the  track  we  see  Margaret  clearing  the  last 
hurdle,  and  Lynn  warming  up  for  the  hundred 
yard  dash.  On  the  right  is  Patsy  soaring  over 
the  high  jump  and  Diana  practising  the  discus. 

Moving  to  the  swimming  pool,  we  see  Deanna 
emerge  victorious.  Nearby,  Susan,  pauses  for 
breath  and  watches  Trish  Johnston's  graceful 
dive. 

As  we  watch  Trish  Pennock's  gym  routine, 
we  see  Jane  dashing  about  the  adjoining  bad- 
minton court. 

At  the  lake  we  find  Nancy,  the  champion 
water  skier.  Darryl,  in  her  sailboat,  is  setting  the 
pace  for  the  rowing  team  which  includes  Roxana 
and  Dorothy.  Along  the  shore  pedals  Judy 
Dowler,  our  cyclist. 

Our  cameras  focus  next  on  Alixe,  flying  over 
the  last  jump  of  the  steeplechase,  and  move  on 
to  Gail's  faultless  performance  in  dressage. 

Our  last  scene  shows  Zivia  rehearsing  a  song 
for  the  closing  banquet. 


Grade  Eight's  Hit  Parade 

All  In  My  Mind — Kathy  Kilgour,  Janet  Harrison, 
and   Cathie   Gourley. 

Dance,  Ballerina,  Dance — Marsha. 

Wake  Up,  Little  Susie! — Susan  Cain  and  Susan 
Guest. 

Alexander's  Ragtime  Band — Kay. 

Homesick  Blues — Joanne,  Diane  and  Dale. 

Sama,  Kama,  Wacky  Brown — Irene. 

Smiling  Through — Barbara,  Dawn,  and  Ruth. 

Say  it  With  Music — Jackie. 

Five  Foot  Two,  Eyes  of  Blue — Margaret. 

Let's  Do  The  Horse — Susan  Hutchings. 

You  Talka  Too  Much — Roberta  and  Penny. 

Ebony  Eyes — Mary. 

Don't    Say    A     Word — Marlene    and    Elizabeth 
Webster. 


We  Sail  the  Ocean  Blue — Sheryl,  Susan  Dawson, 

and  Elizabeth  Brereton. 
The  Campbells  Are  Coming — Heather  and  Janet. 
Always  Merry  and  Bright — Pamella  and  Jessica. 

Channel  Nine 

3.00  Ruckus  Room  School 

Hostess  — Miss  Madeleine 

Guests  — -Louise     Colville,     Susan     Harris,     and     Susan 

Stephens  with  their  unpredictable  antics. 

Carol  Schmied  and  her  stuffed  animals. 

3.29  Commercial — Maryel  Andison: "  If  you  need  that  extra  zest  for 

doing  gymnastics,  take  Terigol." 
4.00  B.H.  Party 

Hostesses  — -Lorraine  and  Brenda. 

Guests  — -Fashion  expert,  Marny  Gwyn;  Cheryl  Howat, 

playing  " Moonlight  Sonata". 

Gwen    Siemens    will    sing   "September    Song", 

accompanied  by  Vera  Dubiskey. 

Wendy  Elsdon,  talking  on  "How  to  Get  Along 

With  Sisters." 

Irene  and  Carol  in  dazzling  skating  display. 

5.30  News  and  Sports 

Announcers  — Martha  Trueman  and  Nancy  Smith. 

Items  — Mary   Martindale   wins  International   Reading 

Marathon. 
— An  art  show  is  being  held  by  Beverly  Kennedy 

and  Anne  McLean. 
— Elizabeth  Clough  finished  her  European  tour  of 

piano  recitals. 
— Judo  expert,  Mary  Carscallen,  has  attained  The 

Black  Belt. 
— Debbie  Jackson,  Jane  Moody,  and  Susan  Riley 

intend  to  try  out  for  '64  Olympic  Ski  Team. 
— Water-Skiing  Champion,  Jill  Plaxton,  is  now  in 

Cypress  Gardens. 
— Joan   Sellers   has   won   another   trophy   in   the 

International  Horse  Show. 
5.59  Commercial — Lily  Swaffield:  "Do  you  like  milk?     I  drink  at 

least    two    quarts    a    day.     My    favourite    is 

Petunia's  Powdered  Milk." 

6.00  Sign  Off. 


AtTENtion,  Please 

Can  you  imagine — 

Brenda  without  le  beau? 

Sandra  in  France? 

Joan  without  her  Kleenex? 

Nora  quiet? 

Jennifer  standing  still? 

Clare  without  her  briefcase? 

Cecilia  uncoordinated? 

Evadne  as  a  Boy  Scout? 

Joanne  as  Liberal  Leader? 

Jean  panning  Portage? 

Ann  without  her  noon  walks? 

Judy  without  Barry? 

Linda  Pitt  missing  noon  mail? 

Linda  Leach  without  her  piano? 

Dale  talking  in  a  normal  voice? 

Jill  with  unkempt  hair? 

Nancy  without  her  dog  Rocky? 

Maureen  with  her  driver's  license? 

Mary  Louise  late? 

Lynn  missing  a  football  game? 

Gael  without  her  mail  friends? 

Eleanor  as  a  concert  master? 

Millie  as  a  school  inspector? 

Elizabeth  without  Libisnuth? 

Dora  going  on  a  diet? 
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Initiation 

The  morning  of  initiation  saw  new  girls  with 
green  bows  of  all  sizes  in  their  hair,  shining  shoes 
and  looking  for  obsolete  snow.  Those  failing  to 
complete  their  tasks  were  shepherded  after  school 
to  "Prefects'  Court"  where  they  were  tried. 

The  Hallowe'en  Party  in  the  evening  began 
with  the  new  girls'  Grand  March,  which  was 
followed  by  several  skits.  Two  notable  ones  were 
The  Three  Bears  and  The  Abominable  Snow- 
man. Many  laughs  were  heard  from  the  specta- 
tors during  the  Roman  Games,  the  Girdle  race, 
and  the  Prefects'  own  version  of  "The  Belles  of 
Saint  Trinian's." 

Anne  Sellers  and  Mary  Tweddell 
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SUZANNE  EVANS— GRADE  XI 


The  White  House  Triple-Decker 

As  a  basis  for  the  "1961  White  House  Super 
Sandwich"  we  have  a  thick  slice  of  cracked  wheat 
bread  made  in  the  Red  House  by  Wendy,  Vera, 
Carol  and  Marny.  Next  we  lay  on  a  slice  of 
Evadne,  Jean,  Liz  and  Sandy's  "ham".  To  this 
we  add  Linda  L,  Linda  P,  Millie,  Dora,  Dale  and 
Cecilia's  wholesome  cheese.  The  edges  are 
trimmed  with  "let-us",  Elsie,  Sue,  Betty  and 
Jackie.  Judy  and  Marylyn  supply  the  tangy 
dressing,  while  Val,  Elsa,  Sandy  Workman  and 
Gloria  provided  the  extra  bit  of  spice.  We  must 
not  forget  the  nuts,  Jo-Anne  and  Penny.  The 
sweetness  is  on  the  top,  put  in  by  Trudy,  Carol, 
Alice  and  Deirdre,  and  the  lid  is  made  of  more  Red 
House  cracked  wheat,  this  time  cooked  up  by 
Ditte  and  Roxana,  with  the  crust  added  by  Dale 
and  Diane.  Somewhere  the  two  pickles,  Joanne 
and  Janet,  are  squeezed  in,  and  to  hold  this  un- 
wieldy tit-bit  together,  we  have  a  toothpick  held 
firmly  in  place  by  the  chief  cook,  Carol  Albertsen. 


Cupid  Capers,  1961 

Our  Valentine  Dance  was  held  this  year  on  a 
chilly  Friday,  February  10th.  The  guests  were 
received  beneath  red  and  white  streamers  inter- 
laced with  heart  and  cupid  mobiles.  They  were 
attractive  new  cut-out  figures  giving  a  Scandi- 
navian accent  to  the  walls,  and  the  red  and  white 
checked  tablecloths  added  warmth  and  colour 
to  the  hall.  A  smorgasbord  was  served,  with  pink 
punch  in  a  beautiful  bowl  made  of  ice  in  which 
many  red  flowers  were  frozen.  One  new  feature 
was  a  "heart  hunt"  in  the  Senior  School.  The 
winners,  Nora  Baker  and  Jim  Gaskell,  were 
crowned  King  and  Queen  of  Hearts,  and  reigned 
for  the  rest  of  a  very  happy  evening.  The  pro- 
ceeds from  this  dance,  just  over  a  hundred 
dollars,  were  presented  to  the  Building  Fund, 
and  so,   more  than  ever,   this   was  a  successful 

event.  „  T    _, 

Brenl-a  LeBeau 

The  Christmas  Story 

For  the  first  two  weeks  of  December,  six 
junior  boarders  were  busy  preparing  for  their 
presentation  of  the  Christmas  story.  Together 
they  worked  out  costumes,  lighting  and  scenery, 
and  held  rehearsals  early  every  morning. 

At  7.30  p.m.  on  December  14th  the  play  was 

presented,  and  it  was  greatly  enjoyed  by  the  small 

audience  of  specially  invited  guests.     Everyone 

was  impressed  by  the  imagination  and  ingenuity 

of  the  performance,  and  its  true  demonstration 

of  Christmas  spirit.  T 

Jaqueline  Lye 

Official  Opening 

At  half  past  one  on  Sunday,  October  30th, 
Mrs.  Elliott  cut  the  pink  ribbon  and  declared  the 
new,  but  temporary,  Senior  Boarders'  Sitting 
Room  open.  A  speech  of  thanks  was  made,  and 
Miss  Murrell- Wright  invited  everyone  to  inspect 
the  plans  for  the  new  building.  Each  person 
then  received  a  piece  of  the  ribbon  as  a  souvenir. 

In  the  evening  a  pyjama  party  was  held  to 

celebrate  the  occasion.  ,  T 

Jaqueline  Lye 


BETTY  NICHOL—GRADE  XI 


•    •    • 


BETTY   NICHOL,    SPOETS   CAPTAIN 

Sports  Review,  1960-61 

In  the  past  two  years  volleyball  has  taken 
the  place  of  basketball  as  the  School's  favourite 
sport.  This  year,  volleyball  games  had  a  very 
big  attendance,  while  for  basketball,  a  game  re- 
quiring fewer  players,  the  Houses  barely  had 
enough  players  to  make  one  team.  Preparations 
for  the  gym  display  pushed  basketball  further 
into  the  background  by  taking  up  much  time  in 
the  afternoons.  Because  of  this,  the  house 
basketball  games  were  not  run  off  at  the  usual 
time,  and  are  being  played  in  the  summer  term. 
We  expect,  however,  that  these  will  be  exciting 
games  because,  although  the  basketball  en- 
thusiasts may  be  relatively  few,  they  are  whole- 
hearted. When  these  games  are  over,  we  hope 
to  have  a  baseball  series,  and  the  Swimming 
Meet,  planned  for  June  2nd,  will  end  another 
good  year  of  sports. 


SPORTS 


•   •   • 


Alumnae  Night 

This  year's  Alumnae  Night  was  something 
special.  The  "old  girls"  decided  that  instead  of 
giving  the  graduates  a  Spring  Luncheon,  they 
would  give  a  dinner  in  the  Common  Room  before 
the  basketball  and  volleyball  games.  I  think 
that  there  was  an  ulterior  motive,  and  I  know 
that  Suzanne,  our  star  guard,  who  ate  several 
chicken  pies,  will  agree  with  me!  However, 
everyone  heartily  enjoyed  the  buffet  dinner. 

In  the  gymnasium  the  Alumnae  gave  us  each 
a  golden  miniature  basketball  with  a  funny  little 
quip  to  help  carry  us  through  the  year. 

We  started  off  with  volleyball  which  was 
followed  by  basketball.  Between  and  after  the 
games,  drinks  and  doughnuts  were  served. 
During  the  basketball  "timeouts"  the  school 
team  lay  exhausted  on  the  floor,  while  the  "old 
girls"  wandered  around  chatting  to  everyone. 
Our  referee  was  Jack  Patterson,  who  thoroughly 
enjoyed  the  games. 

In  all,  it  was  a  fun-filled  night  which  everyone 
enjoyed.  Thank  you,  Alumnae!  Next  year  we 
will  be  looking  forward  to  another  night  of  fun 
and  games. 

Betty  Nichol 


CRAIG   GOWAN  VOLLEYBALL  TEAM— 1961 

■STANDING— G.  Graham,  B.  Nichol,  N.  Webb,  R.  Genser,  B.  LeBeau. 
KNEELING— L.  Swaffield,  N.  Smith,  S.  Evans,  J.  Alexander,  J.  Quinn. 


41 


OVER    THE    TOP 

Sports  Day 

There  will  never  be  a  better  Sports  Day! 
The  sun  shone  in  all  its  glory  and  we  could  even 
feel  its  warmth.  The  still  green  grass  and  the 
unbelievably  blue  sky  made  a  memorable  back- 
ground for  the  gleaming  white  shirts  as  the  four 
Houses  ran  or  marched  into  place.  The  brightly- 
coloured  House  bands  added  the  final  touch  of 
colour. 

The  events  were  run  off  in  rapid  succession, 
and  everything  went  without  a  hitch,  except  for 
the  three  legged  runners  who  lacked  a  few  of  the 
necessary  ties. 

Our  new  sport,  hurdling,  introduced  this  year, 
still  needs  much  improvement,  but  judging  by 
the  enthusiasm  with  which  it  was  greeted,  we 
expect  to  see  more  expert  performance  next  year. 
Thank  you,  Mrs.  Anderson,  for  spending  your 
camping-out  weekend  cutting  sticks  for  us! 

Exhausted  competitors  and  hoarse  cheerers 
will  long  remember  this  day,  and  agree  that  our 
Sports  Day  was  worthy  of  the  beautiful  autumn 
setting  in  which  it  took  place. 

Betty  Nichol 


Sports  Day  Results 


Individual  Champions 
Senior — Linda  Pitt 
Intermediate — Jane  Moody 
Junior — Lynn  Trimble 
Midget — Susan  Saunders 


House 

1.  Ballater 

2.  Craig  Gowan 

3.  Braemar 

4.  Glen  Gairn 


Broomball 

Broomball,  our  less  serious  winter  sport,  drew 
us  all  out  onto  the  ice  during  those  cold  winter 
days  while  the  gymnasium  was  being  converted 
into  a  ballroom  for  the  Valentine  Dance.  Many 
of  our  dignified  seniors  caused  much  laughter 
while  trying  to  retain  their  balance,  and  even 
more  when  they  failed.  We  found  that  even  the 
most  unathletic  of  us  could  play  and  really  enjoy 
this  game,  and  everyone  regretted  the  season's 
being  so  short.  Congratulations  to  Braemar  who 
came  out  on  top. 

It's  All  Over  So  Quickly 

Every'year  in  the  late  fall,  when  the  leaves 
have  left  the  trees,  our  family  waits  expectantly. 
At  the  first  sign  of  dark  clouds  or  cold  wind  a 
hush  falls.  And  then  it  happens — the  first  snow 
fall! 

All  activities  in  the  house  cease  while  everyone 
brings  out  his  ski  equipment.  My  mother,  who 
is  not  a  skiing  fan,  gets  in  a  frenzy  as  skis  and 
ski  poles  are  dragged  over  the  beige  carpet  cover- 
ing the  basement  stairs.  Broken  harnesses  are 
replaced  and  everything  is  in  readiness  for  more 
snow. 

Soon  there  is  more  of  this  delightful  stuff! 
Skiing  friends  are  invited;  skis,  clothes,  and  a 
radio  are  packed  into  the  car,  and  we  leave. 
The  skiing  season  has  begun. 

After  a  hundred-mile  drive,  and  amid  the 
greetings  of  old  friends,  the  car  is  unpacked. 
Tow  tickets  are  securely  attached  in  view  of  the 
Poma-lift  operator,  and  we  wait  our  turn  to 
grasp  one  of  the  swinging  poles  for  the  trip  up 
the  hill. 

At  the  top  I  began  to  wonder  if  the  knee  bends 
carried  out  all  summer  will  help.  I  start  down 
the  hill,  gathering  confidence  as  each  turn 
becomes  better.  Weighting  and  unwei?hting  the 
skis,  I  fly  faster  and  faster  until  I  reach  the  bot- 
tom, delighted.  By  six  o'clock,  we  drag  our 
aching  arms  and  legs  to  the  car.  We  are  too 
tired  even  to  talk. 

And  so  the  winter  continues,  every  weekend 
bringing  another  skiing  trip.  Then  the  sun 
begins  to  get  warmer;  the  snow  becomes  sticky, 
and  then  turns  to  water.  The  skiing  season  is 
over — over  too  quickly. 

Deborah  Jackson — Grade  IX 


Tournaments 
Volleyball  Basketball 


1.  Craig  Gowan 

2.  Ballater 

3.  Glen  Gairn 

4.  Braemar 


1.  Craig  Gowan 

2.  Braemar 

3.  Ballater 

4.  Glen  Gairn 


My  Rabbit 

I  have  a  little  rabbit 
Who  lives  in  a  cage 
He  has  a  little  habit 
Of  figuring  out  his  age. 

Catherine  Clough — Grade  III 
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IN   THE   GYMNASIUM 


Gymnastics  Display 

After  a  lapse  of  four  years,  the  thought  of  a 
Gymnastics  Display  brought  great  excitement  to 
the  girls  who  had  taken  part  in  the  previous 
one.  To  the  many  new  girls  who  had  not  been 
part  of  such  an  event  at  Balmorsl  Hall,  this 
was  to  be  an  evening  well  remembered. 

Shall  we  ever  forget  those  long  hours  of 
practice  in  the  morning,  the  sultana  biscuits,  or 
the  bus  rides  down  to  the  theatre  and  back? 

Finally  the  moment  came,  and  the  students, 
all  in  white  shirts,  clean  runners  and  white  socks, 
walked  excitedly  onto  the  stage  of  the  Playhouse 
Theatre.  After  opening  the  performance  with 
the  singing  of  "0  Canada",  the  juniors  crept 
noiselessly  up  to  the  balcony,  while  the  senior 
choir,  directed  by  Mrs.  Berythe  Birse,  remained 
on  the  stage  for  three  songs. 

Grades  IV  to  VIII  opened  the  Gymnastics 
programme  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Per 
Thorsen  with  fundamental  exercises  which  form 
part  of  the  basic  training  in  gymnastics.  The 
mat  and  box  routines  which  followed  were  greatly 
enjoyed,  especially  the  more  spectacular  efforts 
of  the  Special  Gymnastics  Group.  The  hoops, 
wands,  and  free  exercises  done  by  Grades  IX,  X, 
and  XI  presented  many  attractive  patterns,  while 
the  "wee  interlude"  from  Grades  I,  II  and  III 
brought  general  laughter.  The  High  Finale  put 
on  by  part  of  the  Special  Gymnastics  Group 
completed  the  evening,  successfully  ending  our 
Gymnastics  Display  for  1961. 

Linda  Leach 

Editor's  Note. — The  writer  of  this  article  was 
also  one  ot  the  accompanists  for  the  Display. 


Winter  Olympics  at  Squaw  Valley 

As  we  were  sitting  in  the  plane  the  pilot  said 
that  we  were  passing  over  the  scene  in  Squaw 
Valley  where  the  Olympic  Games  were  being 
held.  He  dropped  his  wing  and  from  my  window 
I  saw  that  the  mountains  and  valley  were  covered 
with  snow.  Trees  were  everywhere  and  the  sun 
was  shining  brightly.  There  in  Squaw  Valley 
where  we  were  going,  we  could  see  a  speed 
skating  track,  colourful  buildings  and  many  cars. 
We  hardly  had  time  to  see  everything  because 
the  plane  moved  quickly  and  soon  we  were  in 
Reno,  Nevada.  This  was  where  we  were  going  to 
stay  during  the  games. 

The  Olympic  games  started  in  Greece  and 
were  celebrated  every  four  years  in  honour  of 
Zeus.  The  athletic  games  and  races  of  ancient 
Greece  were  revived  at  Athens  in  1896  and  a  torch 
has  been  carried  from  one  country  to  the  next 
for  each  of  the  games. 

The  torch  was  brought  from  the  scene  of  the 
seventh  Olympic  games  to  Los  Angeles  where  a 
runner  carried  it  to  Squaw  Valley.  There  it  was 
given  to  Andree  Mede,  the  winner  of  the  down- 
hill ski  race  in  1952  in  Oslo,  Norway.  She  brought 
it  down  the  mountain  and  gave  the  torch  to  Ken 
Henry,  who  had  won  the  five  hundred  metre 
race  in  1952.  He  circled  the  speed  skating  track 
and  put  the  torch  on  the  Olympic  platform. 

There  was  much  cheering  as  the  skiers  came 
down  the  hill.  They  were  all  young  girls  and 
boys.  The  sun  was  so  bright  we  could  not  see  the 
timer,  but  Ann  Heggtveit  from  Ottawa  was  the 
winner  of  the  Gold  Medal  for  skiing  this  year. 

Diane  Stack — Grade  V 
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Alumnae  News 

Items  of  news  and  messages  from  some  who 
have  already  sent  greetings  for  our  60th  An- 
niversary— 

Miss  E.  M.  Bartlett,  Dundas,  Ontario — "I  am 
now  secretary  at  my  church — a  most  interest- 
ing half-time  occupation ;  have  a  dear  little 
house  in  Dundas  to  which  Miss  Turner  and  1 
will  always  welcome  our  'Old  Girls'." 

Carol  (Stirling)  Myers,  Thormont,  Maryland — - 
"In  my  free  time  1  have  a  private  Kinder- 
garten; 5  girls  and  5  boys." 

Helen  Wilson — "Glad  to  hear  about  the  campaign 
— in  second  year  B.Sc.  of  Nursing  at  Uni- 
versity Hospital,  Edmonton." 

Valerie  Saul — "Happy  to  make  a  donation  to  my 
'Old  School' — best  of  luck  and  send  me 
information  of  Alumnae  activities." 

Mary-Kaye  (Simpkinson)  Kurkjion — Graduated 
from  Trinity  College,  Toronto — living  in  Don 
Mills,  Ontario — 40  Moccasin  Trail. 

Edith  A.  Joyce — "I  remember  the  laying  of 
corner  stone  for  the  first  addition — good  luck." 

Diane  (Gardner)  Henderson — "Husband  English- 
man, officer  in  Canadian  Army  just  posted  to 
Calgary — Catherine  Mary — 1  year  old." 

Sue  Carnegie — "My  best  wishes — would  love  to 
be  kept  posted  on  all  successes  of  Balmoral 
Hall.     Studying  for  A.R.C.T.,  Toronto." 

Faith  Wilson — Vice  President  and  House  Chair- 
man of  Kappa  Alpha  Theta — 3rd  year  Science 
at  U.B.C. 


Joan  (Davidson)  Nankiwell — "Would  greatly 
appreciate  newsletter — son  William  16  months 
— now  a  busy  housewife  and  mother  after 
brief  fling  as  copy-writer  in  advertising 
world." 

Audrey  (Robb)  Lawrence,  Islington,  Ontario — 
"Many  'old  girls'  around — the  older  they  get 
the  more  active  they  get!" 

Nancy  Sleeman — "Best  wishes — expecting  first 
child  May  24th." 

Gail  (Brooking)  Matthews,  Swan  River,  Mani- 
toba— "Best  wishes  for  a  successful  campaign." 

Susan  (Mack)  Horban,  Orem,  Utan,  U.S. A  — 
"Husband  at  Young  University — daughter 
arrived  in  time  for  Christmas— send  me  news 
of  B.H." 

Pat  (Love)  Anderson,  Dorval,  P.Q. — "Three 
daughters — looking  forward  to  next  news- 
letter." 

Glen  Murray — Teaching  Staff  at  The  General. 

Diane  Grindley — Teaching  French  and  English 
at  Killarney,  Manitoba — and  taking  a  course 
in   Philosophy  at  Brandon   College." 

Lori  McDougall — B.  Science  of  Nursing  at 
University  of  Alberta. 

Signe  Salzberg,  Diane  Bishop,  Shirley  Donaldson 
at  University  of  Manitoba. 


Margaret    Fisher- 
Edmonton. 


-Grade    XII    and     Ballet    in 


Lynn    Funnell — Grade    XII    in    Calgary    before 
U.B.C. — "Good  luck  with  your  campaign." 


EXCHANGES 

The  Editor  wishes  to  acknowledge  the  following  exchanges: 

Bishop  Strachan  School  Magazine      ...  The  Bishop  Strachan  School,   Toronto,  Ontario 

The  Branksome  Slogan    ------  Branksome  Hall,  Toronto 

The  Victory        ________  Churchill  High  School,  Winnipeg 

The  Croftonian         _______  Crofton  House  School,  Vancouver,  B.C. 

Breezes         ---------  Daniel  Mclntyre  Collegiate  Institute,  Winnipeg 

Samara  _________  Elmwood  School,  Ottawa,  Ontario 

Per  Annos    ---------  King's  Hall,  Compton,  P.Q. 

Noster  Annus     --------  Qu'Appelle  Diocesan  School,  Regina,  Sask. 

The  Tallow  Dip         -------  Rothesay  School,  Rothesay,  N.B. 

St.  Helen's  School  Magazine        -  St.  Helen's  School,  Dunham,  P.Q. 

The  Eagle    ---------  St.  John's  Ravenscourt,  Fort  Garry,   Manitoba 

The  Study  Chronicle       ------  The  Study,  Montreal,  P.Q. 

The  Record  --------  Trinity  College  School,  Port  Hope,  Ontario 

Tric  Tics      ---------  United  College,  Winnipeg,  Manitoba 

Weston  School  Magazine       -  Weston  School,  Westmount,  P.Q. 
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Grade  XII 


JO-ANNE  ANDREWS 

Jo-Anne,  Grade  XII's  Biology  scholar  from 
Flin  Flon,  hopes  to  enter  Nursing  in  September 
at  the  Winnipeg  General  Hospital.  Jo's  most 
dreaded  phrase  is  "8.20  games,  Monday  morning," 
but  she  still  supports  Glen  Gairn  House.  Best  of 
luck  next  year,  Jo. 


JUDITH  COWIE 

Judy  is  our  master  organizer  this  year.  As 
Head  Girl  she  leads  a  busy  life  and  as  an  avid 
sports  enthusiast  has  helped  Braemar  in  Volley- 
ball, Basketball  and  Broomball.  Judy  hopes  to 
attend  St.  John's  College  next  year  and  we  hope 
her  future  success  will  be  as  great  as  her  success 
at  Balmoral.     We'll  miss  you,  Judy. 


CAROL  CRANSTON 

Carol  is  best  known  in  the  Library  as  one  of  the 
Heads  of  this  Committee.  In  addition  she  is  a 
Prefect,  member  of  the  choir  and  an  enthusiastic 
supporter  of  Glen  Gairn  House.  She  has  decided 
to  take  a  Commercial  Course  next  year.  All  the 
best,  Carol. 


NANCY  ANN  EATON 

Nancy,  alias  "Eat",  is  a  Prefect  and  Braemar's 
dynamic  House  Head.  She  is  famous  for  her 
"short  fly"  in  gym  and  is  the  envy  of  all  budding 
gymnasts.  If  her  Sunbeam  gets  her  to  School  on 
time  she  can  often  be  found  "Homework-hunting" 
— Take  care,   Nancy,  and  happy  hunting. 


JUDITH  EVANS 

Judy's  last  year  at  Balmoral  Hall  has  been 
filled  with  activity.  She  has  been  Senior  Class 
President  and  Class  President  of  Grade  XII. 
Her  changing  "hair-dos"  have  been  no  problem, 
but  car-parking  has  been  a  challenge.  We'll  miss 
your  sense  of  humour,  Judy,  but  good  luck. 


MARYLYN  REID 

Marylyn,  a  late  arrival  from  Edmonton,  found 
a  place  in  the  School  Choir,  and  on  the  Magazine 
Executive.  She  has  supported  Ballater  House 
and  has  also  found  time  for  some  skiing.  The 
University  of  B.C.  will  probably  see  Lyn's  cheery 
smile  next  year. 


PENELOPE  WARREN 

Penny,  a  quiet  blonde  from  Birtle,  is  an  able 
supporter  of  Glen  Gairn.  Her  favourite  pastime 
is  going  home  for  weekends  and  recovering  from 
them  the  rest  of  the  week.  Penny  hopes  to  take 
an  X-ray  Technician's  course  in  Ottawa  in 
September.     Best  of  luck,  Penny! 


NANCY  WEBB 

Nancy,  a  busy  and  helpful  Prefect,  is  also  one 
of  our  Head  Librarians  and  has  found  interesting 
use  for  her  typing  skills.  No  wonder  she  is 
choosing  a  business  course  for  September.  Craig 
Gowan  House  will  miss  you,  Nancy,  and  your 
help  in  volleyball  and  basketball. 


SANDRA  WORKMAN 

Sandra,  a  pert  brown-haired  lass  from  Sols- 
girth,  Manitoba,  was  new  to  us  this  year.  Be- 
sides being  music  editor  on  the  Magazine  Execu- 
tive and  member  of  the  School  and  St.  Luke's 
Choir,  she  also  manages  to  keep  up  the  morale  of 
her  room-mates  by  her  laughter  and  understand- 
ing. We  wish  her  luck  at  Teachers'  College 
next  year. 


GRADE  XI 


CAROL  ALBERTSEN 

Carol,  our  Head  of  Residence,  can  usually  be 
found  waking  up  sleepy  heads  or  organizing  lines 
for  the  dining-room.  She  has  been  an  active 
member  of  the  Library  Committee  and  the  Choir 
and  gives  height  to  the  Glen  Gairn  teams.  Good 
luck,  Carol,  as  you  explore  the  new  building  and 
Grade  XII  in  September. 


JULIA  BERRY 

Julia,  Grade  XI's  Vice-President,  has  demon- 
strated her  talents  as  secretary  of  Ballater,  as  a 
member  of  the  Library  Committee  (great  on  the 
typewriter),  and  has  found  time  for  the  School 
choir,  piano  lessons,  and  even  Latin  as  an  extra 
subject.  Next  year,  Julia  plans  to  take  Grade 
XII  and  help  to  organize  the  new  building. 


MONICA  DOWSE 

Monica  is  one  of  the  few  natural  blondes  of 
Balmoral.  As  Class  President  of  Grade  XI  her 
main  ambition  is  to  get  us  standing  before  classes. 
Monica's  present  plans  include  Grade  XII  for 
next  September.     Best  of  luck,  Monica. 


SUZANNE  EVANS 

Suzie  may  be  small  but  the  energy  of  Craig 
Gowan's  little  House  Head  should  not  be  under- 
estimated. She  is  more  often  seen  in  the  XI 
study  room  or  in  the  gymnasium  strengthening 
her  muscles  for  some  gymnastic  feat.  Next  year 
Sue  goes  to  McGill  University.  Good  luck  Sue! 
Good   luck  McGill! 

ROBERTA  GENSER 

Roberta — gay,  good-natured,  and  well-travel- 
led, describes  Roberta.  She  is  an  enthusiastic 
supporter  of  Craig  Gowan  House,  of  which  she  is 
secretary.  Included  in  her  interest  and  activities 
are  Choir,  Sports  and  "Bruce  of  McGill".  Lunch 
time  finds  her  with  Vita-Cal — why,  no  one  knows. 
Oh-la-la!  "those  hair-do's!" 

REESA  COLUMBIA 

Reesa  is  a  newcomer  to  Grade  XI  and  a  true 
supporter  of  Craig  Gowan.  Her  bright  smile  and 
pleasing  personality  have  won  her  many  new 
friends.  Next  year,  Reesa  plans  to  take  Home 
Economics  at  the  University  of  Manitoba.  We 
know  she  will  be  a  success  at  everything  she 
attempts. 

GLORIA  GRAHAM 

Gloria,  our  new  boarder  from  Fort  William, 
is  known  for  her  thoughtfulness  and  was  the 
envy  of  all  with  her  mail  and  bouquets.  She  is  a 
strong  supporter  of  Craig  Gowan  and  played  on 
the  School  Volleyball  and  House  Basketball 
teams.  Sunday  mornings  find  Gloria  with  a 
primary  class  at  Westminster  but  next  year  it 
is  Biology  at  St.  John's  College. 

SIGNY  HANSEN 

Signy,  our  mischievous  blue-eyed  Icelandic 
gal  is  well  known  for  leading  Bunny  Hops  at 
Cadet  Balls.  Between  swimming,  golfing  and 
badminton  she  finds  time  to  coax  Glen  Gairn  to 
games,  to  act  on  the  Library  Committee,  and  sing 
in  the  School  Choir.  See  you  in  Grade  XII, 
Signy. 

JOSEPHINE  KERR 

"A  lovely  apparition,  sent 
To  be  a  moment's  ornament; 
Her  eyes  as  stars  of  twilight  fair, 
Like  twilight's  too  her  dusky  hair." 
No  doubt  Joey  will  take  a  hand  in  the  new 
building  plans  and  Glen  Gairn  as  she  returns  to 
Grade  XII. 

JUDITH  KNIGHT 

Judy,  our  golf  and  skiing  enthusiast,  is  also 
games  captain  of  Braemar  and  a  Prefect.  Besides 
all  School  games,  she  has  had  a  busy  year  as 
Advertising  Manager  of  the  Magazine  and  has 
found  time  for  the  School  Choir.  Judy  hopes  to 
study  for  a  year  in  Switzerland  before  entering 
University.     Bonne  chance! 


JAQUELINE  LYE 

Jackie,  our  competent  editor,  can  often  be 
found  at  the  phone  discussing  the  complex 
problems  shared  only  by  School  Captains.  Our 
master  organist  has  been  the  life-saver  of  all 
nervous  assistants  at  the  keyboard;  she  sings  in 
the  choir  and  supports  Ballater  House.  Next 
year  Jackie  plans  to  test  her  organizing  ability 
at  St.  John's. 

VALERIE  MacDUFF 

Valerie,  Ballater's  cheerful  uniform  monitress, 
is  famous  for  those  fantastic  hair-do's.  When  not 
watching  "77  Sunset  Strip"  or  reading  her 
favourite  authors,  she  occasionally  finds  time  for 
study.  Val  hopes  to  nurse  in  the  future.  Happy 
flying,  Val. 

HELEN  McGIBBON 

Nicky  insists  that  she  is  class  V.I. P.  adding 
originality  to  Grade  XI  with  her  multi-coloured 
hair-do's.  Seriously,  she  is  the  enthusiastic 
Head  of  Glen  Gairn  and  a  member  of  the  choir. 
Her  future  plans  include  a  year  at  school  in 
Switzerland  with  some  travelling  in  Europe. 

DIANE  McNAUGHTON 

Diane  has  been  active  on  the  Library  Com- 
mittee and  has  busily  supported  Braemar  as 
uniform  monitress,  and  on  the  volleyball  team. 
Sometimes  assisting  at  the  organ,  she  is  a  member 
of  the  choir.  Diane  has  come  all  the  way  from 
Kindergarten  to  Grade  XI  and  plans  to  take 
Science  at  the  University  of  Manitoba  in  Septem- 
ber.    Good  luck,  Diane! 

LINDA  MILLER 

Linda,  the  busy  Games  Captain  of  Craig 
Gowan,  has  sparked  the  team's  efforts  and  played 
both  volleyball  and  basketball  herself.  Legal 
Linda,  one  of  Grade  XI's  top  students,  plans  to 
follow  her  father's  footsteps  and  take  law  after 
two  years  of  Arts  at  St.  John's  College.  Here's 
to  your  success,  Linda. 

CORINNE  NAIRN 

Corinne  , another  "natural"  blonde,  and  one  of 
our  quieter  members  of  Grade  XI,  is  a  member  of 
Ballater  House,  an  expert  in  many  "Fields",  and 
an  alto  in  the  School  choir.  Next  year,  Corinne 
will  complete  Grade  XI  at  United.  Best  of  luck, 
Corinne. 

BETTY  NICHOL 

"Bea",  as  the  juniors  call  her,  is  our  en- 
thusiastic Sports  Captain.  Whenever  Betty 
isn't  to  be  found  in  the  gym  or  the  College  Shop 
as  our  Eaton's  Junior  Counsellor,  she  is  depositing 
a  note  at  Miss  Murrell- Wright's  door — "May  I 
please  go?"  Next  year  Betty's  plans  include 
Grade  XII  and  her  unceasing  energy  and  weekly 
food  parcels  should  both  be  helpful  in  establishing 
the  new  regime. 
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ELSA  RENSAA 

Elsa  is  Grade  XI's  brown-eyed,  now  brown- 
haired  student.  She  is  a  member  of  the  Library 
Committee,  the  school  volleyball  team  and 
supports  Glen  Gairn.  Most  of  all  we  know  her 
as  an  artist — always  ready  to  produce  a  poster. 
Next  year  Elsa  hopes  to  enter  Grade  XII  in 
Seattle,   Washington.     Keep  drawing,   Elsa! 

DIANE  SAGE 

Diane,  our  all-American  girl  from  San  Diego, 
California,  is  taking  Grade  XI  "special."  Since 
she  became  a  day-girl,  the  boarders  have  certainly 
had  a  better  chance  at  the  telephone.  Diane  has 
plans  for  Grade  XII  at  home  in  September 
followed  by  an  air  hostess  course. 

ANNE  SELLERS 

"Rire,  c'est  la  sante  de  l'esprit."  Anne  is  the 
energetic  head  of  Ballater,  a  Prefect,  active  on  the 
Magazine  Executive,  especially  in  advertising, 
sings  in  the  choir  and  plays  the  organ.  She  is  one 
of  the  golfing  "three"  and  a  skier.  Next  year 
Anne  has  plans  for  School  at  Brillantemont, 
Switzerland — Good  skiing,  Anne,  and  good  fun. 

ELSIE  SHANDRO 

Elsie  looks  quiet,  demure  and  pretty,  but 
there's  more  than  meets  the  eye.  The  Christmas 
pageant  seems  to  have  sparked  her  interest  in 
shepherds.  She  has  had  a  busy  year  as  secretary 
of  Braemar,  one  of  the  School  organists,  with  her 
piano  lessons  and  on  the  library  Committee — 
and  what  a  hair  stylist!  Hope  to  see  you  in  the 
new  building,   Elsie. 

MARY  TWEDDELL 

Mary  came  to  us  from  Branksome  Hall  and 
has  given  her  support  to  Ballater  House.  As 
Music  Librarian,  she  has  been  busy  all  year  and 
has  also  been  Social  Editor  of  the  Magazine. 
Happy  days,  Mary,  when  you  begin  nursing  at 
Montreal  General  in  September. 

ANITA  URQUHART 

Anita,  a  ski  weekender,  may  have  her  head  in 
the  clouds  but  as  Business  Editor  of  the  Magazine, 
in  charge  of  photography,  and  as  secretary  of 
Glen  Gairn,  her  feet  are  on  the  ground.  Anita's 
present  plans  include  Grade  XII  at  United 
College.     Keep  smiling,  Anita. 

DILYS  WHITE 

Dilys  has  managed  to  serve  on  both  the 
Magazine  and  Library  Executives.  She  is  well 
known  for  her  absence  from  games,  but  has  taken 
charge  of  the  Magazines  in  the  Library  and  as  a 
member  of  the  choir  has  assisted  with  the  Music. 
Next  year.  "Dill"  hopes  to  be  driving  herself  to 
Interior  Design  lectures  at  the  University  of 
Manitoba. 
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VALEDICTORY 


June,  1961 

As  we  stand  in  our  favourite  spot  by  the  river, 
we  quietly  review  the  achievements  of  1960-61. 
Looking  across  the  wide  expanse  of  the  playing 
field  we  remember  the  keen  competition  and  the 
success  of  many  Field  Days.  We  look  beyond  to 
the  Junior  School  Building  and  the  gymnasium 
which  reminds  us  of  our  dances,  our  games,  our 
choir  practices  and  our  frantic  gym  rehearsals 
before  the  display.  Of  course  we  will  never  forget 
the  boundless  energy  and  school  spirit  of  our 
juniors.  We  realize  that  you  will  someday  form 
the  nucleus  of  the  Senior  School. 

Our  gaze  moves  to  the  residence  where  girls 
from  all  parts  of  the  country  have  lived  together. 
What  a  year  this  has  been!  We  will  never  forget 
the  water  fights,  the  packing  and  unpacking, 
happy  tobogganing  parties  or  the  midnight 
snacks.  What  can  you  say  when  you're  caught 
at  2  o'clock  in  the  morning  with  a  cup  of  coffee 
and  a  slice  of  toast? 

Also  visible  is  the  Senior  School  Building  where 
we  as  Prefects  and  Seniors  have  learned  the  true 
meaning  of  leadership.     Here,  too,  we  are  mindful 
of  House  Meetings  and  our  experiences  on  the 
Magazine  Executive  and  the  Library  Committee. 
The  sounds  of  hammering,  drilling  and  the  shouts  of  busy  workmen  remind  us  that  the  New 
Building,  though  hidden  from  view,  is  on  the  way.  This  above  all  makes  it  hard  for  us  to  say  good- 
bye— for  we  shall  miss  the  experiences  of  this  new  era  in  the  life  of  Balmoral  Hall. 

As  we  move  away  from  the  river  bank  we  speak  for  all  who  are  leaving  and  we  say  to  you, 
"Make  the  most  of  your  opportunities  and  let  our  motto  'Seeking  Better  Things'  always  be  your 
guide." 

Love  and  best  wishes 

Judy  and  Jackie 


HEAD   GIRL  —  JUDITH  COWIE 
SCHOOL  CAPTAIN  —  JAQUELINE  LYE 


• 

We  are  grateful  to  the  following  advertisers  who  are  supporting  our  magazine 
with  a  single  line  in  place  of  their  usual  space  advertisement.     This  helps  us 
to  lower  the  cost  of  publication. 

George  H.  Sellers 
J.    R.    Sutherland    Realtors 

Moody,  Moore  and  Partners 

Architects  and  Consulting 

Engineers 

D.  W.   Evans 

Stovel-Advocate  Press  Ltd. 

A.  S.  Leach 

R.   M.  Webb 
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BALMORAL   HALL    CALENDAR 


CHRISTMAS  TERM,  1960 


Sept.    8- 
Sept.    9- 


Sept.  10- 


Sept 
Sept 

.  13— 
.  15— 

Sept 
Sept 
Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 

.  16— 

.20— 

5— 

6— 

7— 

Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 

7- lO- 
ll— 
12— 

Oct. 
Oct. 
Oct. 

13— 
21— 

26— 

Oct. 
Oct. 

28— 
29— 

Nov. 
Nov. 

7— 
9— 

Nov. 
Nov. 

9-11 
16—' 

Nov. 

18— 

Nov. 

22— 

i 

Nov. 
Nov. 

24— ' 
30—i 

Dec.  7- 

Dec.  8- 

Dec.  9- 

Dec.  15- 

Dec.  16- 


-Boarders  arrive. 
-Opening  Prayers. 

Head   Girl   and    new   Prefects   receive 
cords. 

School  Meeting. 
-House  Heads  elected. 
Prefects   give   party   to   welcome   new 
boarders. 

Games  Meeting  for  new  girls. 
-Class  Presidents  elected. 
-Carol    Albertsen    appointed    Head    of 
Residence. 

-Summer  Reading  Tests. 
-Library  Executive  announced. 
-Junior  Sports  Day. 
-Senior  Sports  Day. 
-Thanksgiving  Service. 
New  Prefects  receive  cords. 
—Thanksgiving  weekend. 
-Sports  Day  Cups  awarded. 
-Rev.  W.  Vaughan,  Board  of  Colleges 
and  Secondary  Schools,  attends 
Morning  Prayers. 
-Magazine  Executive  announced. 
Boarders  attend  Celebrity  Concert. 
■Decision     to     build     New     Residence 
announced  at  Morning  Prayers. 
Junior  and  Senior  Hallowe'en  Parties. 
Red  House  boarders  moved  into  White 
House. 

Wrecking  of  the  Red  House  begins. 
Remembrance  Day  Service  conducted 
by  Canon  J.  C.  Clough. 
1 — Boarders'  long  weekend. 
Grades  IX-XII  watch  "Macbeth"  on 
television. 

"Pride  and  Prejudice"  Film  in  Common 
Room. 

Dr.  P.  Ketchum,  Principal  of  Trinity 
College    School,    Port    Hope,    attends 
Morning  Prayers. 
"Pouring  cement"  started. 
Churchill  High  defeated  School  Volley- 
ball team. 

-Christmas  examinations  begin. 
Collection   of  canned  foods  for   Point 
Douglas  Mission. 

-Collection  of  toys  for  Point   Douglas 
Mission. 

-Collection  of  clothing  for  St.  Aldhelm's 
Mission  of  Birch  River. 
■Boarders'  Christmas  Party. 
■Carol  Service. 
School  closes  for  Christmas  vacation. 


EASTER  TERM,  1961 

Jan.  8 — Boarders  return. 
Jan.  9 — School  re-opens. 
Jan.    11 — Senior  boarders  attend  performance  by 

Canadian  National  Ballet. 
Jan.    15 — Boarders'  toboggan  party. 
Jan.    20— Grades  III-XII  visit  Van  Gogh  Exhi- 
bition. 
Jan.    27 — Graduate  Dinner  given  by  the  Alumnae 

Association. 

Alumnae  Games  Night. 
Feb.     3 — Senior    boarders    attend     "Macbeth" 

performed  by  St.  John's  Ravenscourt. 
Feb.   10 — "Cupid   Capers",   Valentine   Dance. 
Feb.   10-13 — Boarders'  weekend. 
Feb.   15 — Ash  Wednesday. 

Canon  J.  C.  Clough  conducts  Morning 

Prayers. 
Feb.   17 — First  Lent  collection  for  Missions. 
Mar.    3 — Gymnastics  Display  at  Playhouse 

Theatre. 
Mar.    4 — Miss  Murrell- Wright  leaves  for  western 

tour. 
Mar.  12 — Miss   Irene    Dickson   takes    Boarders' 

Evening  Prayers. 
Mar.  13 — Miss  Murrell- Wright  returns. 
Mar.  21 — Easter  examinations  begin. 
Mar.  29 — Last  Lent  collection  for  Missions. 

School  closes  for  Easter  vacation. 


SUMMER  TERM,  1961 

April  11 — Boarders  return. 
April  12 — School  re-opens. 
April  21 — Sale   of   white   and   green   dresses   by 

Mothers'  Auxiliary. 
May  10 — Mothers'    Auxiliary   Annual    Meeting, 

2.30  p.m. 
May  19-22 — Victoria  Day  weekend. 
May  23-26 — Students'  Family  Allowance  Cheque 

Week. 
May  26 — Graduation  Dance. 
May  31 — Fashion  Show. 

Presentation   of  students'   cheques   to 

Chairman  of  Building  Fund. 
June     1 — Drawing  Room  Tea. 
June     2 — Swimming  Meet. 
June  11 — Closing  Evensong. 
June  13 — Closing  Exercises  at  Westminster 

Church  followed  by  Garden  Party  at 

Balmoral  Hall. 
Sept.    6 — Boarders  arrive  by  6  p.m. 
Sept.    7 — School  opens  at  9  a.m. 
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THE   SCHOOL 

Albertsen,  Carol 

Homewood,  Man SH    5-3406 

Alexander,  Jennifer  and  Katherine 

85  Yale  Ave.  (9) GL    3-5411 

Alexander,  Kathryn 

150  Oak  St.  (9) GR   5-0667 

Allison,  Lorraine 

73  Kingsway  Ave.  (9) GR   5-1078 

Andison,  Maryel  and  Margaret 

74  Roslyn  Crescent  (13) GL    2-6753 

Andrews,  Jo-Ann 

Box  662,  Fort  Frances,  Ont 5-4444 

Armytage,  Carol 

14  Ruskin  Row  (9) GR   5-6405 

Arneson,  Elizabeth 

Box  231,  Lac  du  Bonnet,  Man 423 

Arnett,  Linda  Gail 

120  Waterloo  Street  (9) GR   5-6670 

Ashdown,  Barbara 

860  Wellington  Crescent  (9) GL    3-0617 

Bain,  Marlene 

1188  Kildonan  Drive, 

North  Kildonan  (16),  Man ED    9-3202 

Baker,  Nora 

54  Wilton  St.  (9) GL    2-7391 

Barling,  Jill 

326  Hosmer  Blvd.  (29) HU  9-5595 

Baxter,  Susan 

52  Yale  Ave.  (9) GL    2-3356 

Bendas,  Roxana 

2125-6th  Ave.  W., 

Prince  Albert,  Sask RO   3-3771 

Bentley- Walls,  Jill 

1102  Strathcona  St.  (10) SU    3-4044 

Berry,  Julia  and  Margaret 

310  Dromore  Ave.  (9) GR   5-6796 

Betts,  Catherine 

277  Lyndale  Drive, 

Norwood,  Man GL    2-5207 

Bleeks,  Jacqueline 

208  Victoria  Crescent  (8) AL    6-0436 

Blick,  Barbara  and  Diane 

61  Harvard  Ave.  (9) GR   5-1200 

Bloomer,  Debora 

2554  Assiniboine  Crescent  (12) VE    2-2905 

Boyer,  Kaethe 

207  Wildwood  Park  (19) GL    2-4058 

Bracken,  Susan 

234  Oxford  St.  (9) GL    3-1164 

Brereton,  Elizabeth 

465  Montrose  St.  (9) GL    2-9647 

Briggs,  Jane 

118  Westgate  (1) SU    3-1616 

Brodie,  Joanne 

1335  Victoria  Ave.,  Brandon,  Man. PA    6-4554 
Brooks,  Maureen 

91  Waterloo  St.  (9) HU  9-1712 

Brown,  Irene 

670  Wellington  Crescent  (9) GL    3-3824 
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Bullock,  Linda 

872  Grosvenor  Ave.  (9) GL    2-7195 

Cain,  Susan 

652  Viscount  Place  (19) GL    3-1616 

Campbell,  Heather 

405  Hosmer  Blvd.  (29) HU  9-3235 

Campbell,  Janet 

36  Mountwood  Ave., 

Hamilton,  Ont ,JA     9-4753 

Carscallen,  Mary 

205  Dromore  Ave.  (9) GR   5-4718 

Casey,  Deborah 

700  Wellington  Crescent  (9) GR   5-4664 

Catley,  Lynne  and  Elizabeth 

830  Campbell  St.  (9) HU  9-8691 

Clough,  Elizabeth,  Judith  and  Catherine 

511  Stradbrook  Ave.  (13) GR   5-6675 

Coke,  John 

291  Montrose  St.  (9) GR   5-1709 

Colwill,  Kelly 

204  Brook  St.  (9) HU  9-7671 

Colville,  Louise 

157  Carpathia  Road  (9) HU  9-5185 

Condo,  Rosemary 

99  Harvard  Ave.  (9) GR   5-6628 

Cowie,  Judith 

361  Cambridge  St.  (9) GR  5-4043 

Craib,  Dianne 

Ste.  10,  Surrey  Arms, 

2026  Portage  Ave.  (12) TU   8-4745 

Cranston,  Carol 

410  Niagara  St.  (9) GR   5-5067 

Crowe,  Caroline 

10  Pheasant  St.  (19) GL    3-4090 

Culver,  Nancy 

124  Middlegate  (1) SP     5-6810 

Dangerfield,  Marsha 

74  St.  Mary's  Road, 

Norwood,  Man GL    2-2537 

Daniels,  Susan 

816  Oxford  St.  (9) HU  9-7839 

Dempster,  Dorothea 

222  Poplar  Crescent, 

Saskatoon,  Sask DI    3-1009 

Dickson,  Deborah 

1034  Wellington  Crescent  (9) GL    3-6911 

Doidge,  Jane  and  Kathryn 

99  Middlegate  (1) SP     2-1144 

Dowler,  Judith 

277  Harvard  Ave.  (9) GR   5-1250 

Dowse,  Monica 

167  Kingston  Row,  St.  Vital  (8) CH   7-4198 

Dubiskey,  Vera 

Box  626,  Canora,  Sask 563/5201 

Eaton,  Nancy  Ann 

1015  Wellington  Crescent  (9) GL    3-5847 

Egerton,  Frances 

575  Agnes  St.  (10) SP     2-0501 

Elsdon,  Wendy 

Box  250,  Wilkie,  Sask Wilkie   230 
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Emerson,  Carol 

118  Cauchon  St.  (13) GL    2-8343 

Evans,  Jane 

208  Dromore  Ave.  (9) GL    2-2173 

Evans,  Judith 

144  Ash  St.  (9) GL    3-6965 

Evans,  Suzanne 

P.O.  Box  1135,  Lethbridge,  Alta. ..FA    9-1711 
Everett,  Margot 

290  Roslyn  Road  (13) GL    2-9379 

Fengstad,  Diane 

1104-27th  St.  South, 

Lethbridge,  Alta FA    8-1343 

Ferguson,  Jane,  Deborah  and  David 

221  Waverley  St.  (9) GR   5-5623 

Fletcher,  Sandra 

McCreary,  Man 15 

Flintoft,  Peter 

72  Kingsway  Ave.  (9) GR   5-4881 

Folliott,  Lynn 

11  Oakdale  Drive, 

Charleswood  (20),  Man VE    2-5043 

Gardner,  Anne 

175  Oxford  St.  (9) GR  5-5227 

Gardner,  Judith 

805  Lanark  Bay  (9) HU   9-8356 

Garry,  Carol  Lynne 

47  Cornish  Ave.  (1) SP    5-7347 

Gaskell,  Eleanor 

826  Campbell  St.  (9) HU   9-7455 

Genser,  Roberta 

280  Harvard  Ave.  (9) GL    3-4725 

Glover,  Patricia 

235  Kingsway  Ave.  (9) GR   5-4762 

Columbia,  Reesa 

495  Lansdowne  Ave.  (4) JU    9-3376 

Gourley,  Catherine 

72  Cordova  St.  (9) HU  9-5096 

Graham,  Gloria 

Vickers  Heights  P.O., 

Via  Fort  William,  Ont MA    21890 

Greatrex,  Martha  and  Alison 

260  Montrose  St.  (9) GR   5-0442 

Griffiths,  Vicki  and  Debra 

1241  Wellington  Crescent  (9) HU  9-4958 

Guest,  Stuart 

2416  Assiniboine  Crescent  (12) VE    2-2460 

Guest,  Susan 

343  Yale  Ave.  (9) GL    2-3815 

Guy,  Monica 

135  Eastgate  (1) SP     2-5200 

Gwyn,  Marion 

110-4th  St.  N.,  Kenora,  Ont HO   8-6988 

Hamilton,  Jean 

204  Dufferin  Ave.  West, 

Portage  la  Prairie,  Man 7-3924 

Hamilton,  Mary  and  Catherine 

1481  Wellington  Crescent  (9) HU  9-4737 

Hansen,  Signy 

754  South  Drive  (19) GL    2-5889 

Harley,  Mary 

658  Riverwood  Ave.  (19) GL    3-4803 


Harris,  Susan 

291  Cordova  St.  (9) HU  9-4686 

Harrison,  Dawn 

201  Harvard  Ave.  (9) GR   5-0872 

Harrison,  Janet 

172  Church  Ave.  (4) HU  6-1644 

Haworth,  Elizabeth 

359  Oxford  St.  (9) GL    3-2712 

Hay,  Helen 

114  Lodge  Ave.  (12) VE    2-4484 

Hobson,  Pamela 

10  Yale  Apts.,  209  Colony  St.  (1)....SP    2-6181 
Hogg,  David 

1587  Wolseley  Ave.  (10) SP     2-1527 

Howat,  Cheryl 

319  Kelvin  Blvd.  (29) HU  9-6479 

Huebert,  Irene 

418  Laidlaw  Blvd.  (29) HU  9-2700 

Hunt,  Anna  Marie 

1224  Wolseley  Ave.  (10) SP     2-0090 

Hunt,  Alexandra  and  Catherine 

80  Waterloo  St.  (9) GR   5-1479 

Hutchings,  Susan 

198  Brock  St.  (9) HU  9-4428 

Israels,  Sara  Joan 

244  Wildwood  Park  (19) GR   5-0765 

Jackson,  Deborah 

1  Oakdale  Drive, 

Charleswood  (20),  Man VE    7-1973 

Jaggs,  David 

853  Borebank  St.  (9) HU  9-3611 

Johnston,  Patricia 

177  Y?le  Ave.  (9) GL    2-7818 

Kandel,  Sheree  Ann 

44  Roslyn  Crescent  (13) GL    2-7872 

Kayser,  Pamella 

127  Cordova  St.  (9) HU   9-5227 

Keating,  Joy 

11  Coral  Crescent, 

St.  Boniface  (6),  Man AL    3-5651 

Kennedy,  Beverly 

32  Cordova  St.  (9) HU  9-1894 

Kent,  Jill 

74  Westgate  (1) SU    3-0442 

Kerr,  Josephine 

2C9  Vernon  Road  (12) VE    2-5851 

Kidd,  Ellen 

316  Rita  St.  (12) VE    2-6939 

Kilgour,  Diana 

10  Ruskin  Row  (9) GR   4-1646 

Kilgour,  Katharine 

275  Harvard  Ave.  (9) GR   5-6570 

Kinzie,  Joyce 

749  South  Drive  (19) GL    3-2969 

Kipp,  Roberta 

8  Fulham  Crescent  (9) HU  9-7711 

KlRBYSON,  JAYNE 

35  Dallas  Road  (12) VE    2-4041 

Knight,  Beverly 

38  Roslyn  Crescent  (13) GL    2-7760 

Knight,  Judith 

123  Grenfell  Blvd.  (29) HU  9-6130 
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Lansky,  Ditte 

Box  520,  Carman,  Man SH    5-2371 

Leach,  Linda 

761  Wellington  Crescent  (9) GL    3-6233 

Leadley,  Diana 

350  Morley  Ave.  (13) GL    3  2108 

LeBeau,  Brenda 

674  Waverley  St.  (9) HU  9-2662 

LlNDER,  ZlVIA 

653  Cordova  St.  (9) HU  9-6917 

Loewen,  Mark 

905  Renfrew  St.  (9) HU  9-1017 

Logan,  Donna  Lynn 

282  Winchester  St.  (12) TU   8-7238 

Lye,  Jaqtjeline 

Box  69,  MacGregor,  Man 7 

MacDuff,  Valerie 

P.O.  Box  339,  Carman,  Man SH    5-2707 

Mackenzie,  Dale 

38  Whyte  Ave.,  Dryden,  Ont 13 

McBey,  Kenneth 

299  Carpathia  Road  (9) HU  9-5744 

McCaughey,  Gerald 

70  Kingsway  Ave.  (9) GL   3-2787 

McCrea,  Susan 

244  Roslyn  Road  (13) GL    3-8258 

McCulloch,  Clare 

321  Dromore  Ave.  (9) GL    2-4163 

McDonald,  Penny 

127  Handsart  Boulevard  (29) HU  9-7489 

McGibbon,  Helen 

25  Ruskin  Row  (9) GR   5-6040 

McIntosh,  Elizabeth 

285  Sharpe  Boulevard  (12) TU   8-4726 

McKee,  Dale 

2015  Gallagher  Ave.  (3) SP     4-5011 

McLean,  Anne 

119  Brock  St.,  (9) HU  9-4049 

McMurray,  Barbara 

182  Oxford  St.  (9) GL   3-0214 

McNaughton,  Diane 

307  Park  Boulevard  (29) HU  9-9310 

Majury,  Susan 

296  Cordova  St.  (9) HU  9-4646 

Malone,  Deirdre 

213  Handsart  Boulevard  (29) HU  9-2448 

Martindale,  Mary 

420  Oxford  St.  (9) GL    2-1863 

Mason,  Ann 

395  Niagara  St.  (9) HU  9-7615 

Miller,  Linda 

605  River  Ave.  (13) GL    3-3061 

Miner,  Scott 

320  Sydney  Ave., 

East  Kildonan  (15),  Man ED   9-1286 

Moody,  Jane 

R.R.  No.  1-1,  St.  Norbert,  Man GL    2-0203 

Moore,  Darryl 

61  Roslyn  Crescent  (13) GL    3-3968 

Murray,  Catherine 

753  Waterford  Ave.  (19) GL    2-2532 


Murray,  Madeleine  and  Lorraine 

703  Wellington  Crescent  (9) GL   3-1886 

Nairn,  Corinne 

542  Waterloo  St.  (9) HU  9-6281 

Nebbs,  Louise 

99  Braemar  Ave.,  Norwood,  Man.  CE    3-3957 
Neilson,  Kathryn 

4909  Roblin  Boulevard, 

Charleswood  (20),  Man VE    2-1996 

Nelson,  Nancy 

285  Academy  Road  (9) GL    2-6654 

Neville,  Marilyn 

1206  Downing  St.  (3) SP    4-9296 

Newcombe,  Catherine 

28  Nichol  Ave.,  St.  Vital  (8) CH   7-9085 

Nichol,  Betty 

Bagot,  Manitoba 455  ring   1   and   2 

Nightingale,  Dorothy 

111  Girton  Boulevard  (29) HU  9-2766 

Noonan,  Sheryl 

845  Wellington  Crescent  (9) GL    2-5587 

Osler,  Susan 

12  Ruskin  Row  (9) GL    2-5267 

Pennock,  Patricia,  Catherine  and  Martha 

265  Dromore  Ave.  (9) GL    3-5001 

Phillips,  Scott 

2519  Assiniboine  Crescent  (12) VE    2-6476 

Pitt,  Linda 

202  Third  St.  N.,  Kenora,  Ont HO   8-8059 

Plaxton,  Jill 

1166  Grosvenor  Ave.  (9) GR  5  6398 

Puttock,  Shirley  and  Pamela 

131  Waterloo  St.  (9) HU  9-4021 

Quinn,  Judith 

235  Cordova  St.  (9) HU  9-3029 

Rattray,  Jessica 

180  Waverley  St.  (9) GL    2-2327 

Reeve,  Barbara  and  Patricia 

71  Westgate  (1) SP    5-9078 

Reimer,  Garry 

1362  Mathers  Bay  East  (9) HU   9-4092 

Reid,  Marylyn 

9750-145  St.,  Edmonton,  Alta HU   8-5392 

Rensaa,  Elsa 

8710-116th  St.,  Edmonton,  Alta GE   3-7136 

Richardson,  Carolyn  and  Serena 

5209  Roblin  Boulevard, 

Charleswood  (20),  Man VE    2-5433 

Richardson,  Pamela  and  Karen 

484  Wellington  Crescent  (9) GL    3-3192 

Riley,  Jean  and  Deborah 

43  Middlegate  (1) SP     2-4467 

Riley,  Susan 

143  Lawndale  Ave., 

Norwood,  Man GL    3-3443 

Ripley,  Mary  Alice 

Sandy  Bay,  Sask 

Robinson,  Michele 

930  Sargent  Ave.  (3) SU    3-3729 

Rogers,  Donna  Lee  and  Robert 

836  Wellington  Crescent  (9) GL    2-3573 
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Ross,  John 

211  Girton  Boulevard  (29) HU  9-3163 

Roulston,  Denise  and  Claire 

327  Waverley  St.  (9) GL    2-8501 

Russell,  Nancy 

61  Waterloo  St.  (9) HU  9  2731 

Russell,  Nancy  Juna 

740  South  Drive  (19) GL    2-6526 

Sage,  Diane 

5449  Hewlett  Drive,  San  Diego  15, 

California,  U.S.A JW   2-4510 

Saunders,  Susan 

191  Oakdean  Boulevard, 

Woodhaven,  Man VE    2-6366 

Scarrow,  June 

94  Hazel  Dell  Ave., 

East  Kildonan  (5),  Man ED   4-5448 

SCARTH,   RACHAEL 

409  North  Drive  (19) GL    3-0670 

Schmied,  Carolyn 

P.O.  Box  51,  Churchill,  Man 2244 

Sellers,  Anne  and  Joan 

8  Riverside  Drive, 

Charleswood  (20),  Man VE    2-4815 

Shandro,  Elsie  and  Millie 

10430-133  St.,  Edmonton,  Alta HU   8-8374 

Siemens,  Gwendolyn 

16  Autumnwood  Apts., 

1095  Wolever  Ave.  (10) SP     5-4358 

Silvester,  Deanna 

897  Renfrew  St.  (9) HU  9-7815 

SlMMIE,  BRENDA 

301  Lamont  Boulevard  (29) HU  9-3872 

Sinclair,  Mary  Louise 

Lockport,  Man 412 

Smerchanski,  Joan 

102  Handsart  Boulevard  (29) HU  9-5553 

Smith,  Cecilia 

2220  Lord  Robinson  St.,  Lake- Side 

Regina,  Sask 7-9738 

Smith,  Nancy 

136  Oak  St.  (9) GL   3-2766 

Sparrow,  Patricia 

27  Mohawk  Bay,  Niakwa  Park, 

St.  Boniface  (6),  Man AL    3-5768 

Speers,  Dianne 

561  Elm  St.  (9) HU  9-7238 

Speirs,  Leslie 

551  Borebank  St.  (9) HU  9-6853 

St.  Mars,  Barbara 

229  Niagara  St.  (9) HU  9-4915 

Stack,  Diane 

271  Princeton  St., 

Charleswood  (20),  Man VE    2-6910 

Stephens,  Susan 

322  Montrose  St.  (9) GL    3-6822 

Stephenson,  Jane 

502  South  Drive  (19) GL    3-1285 

Stewart,  Ruth 

201  Handsart  Boulevard  (29) HU  9-5500 


Stewart,  Signy 

137  Elm  St.  (9) GL    3-2285 

Sutherland,  Joanne 

246  Colony  St.  (1) SP     2-2491 

Swaffield,  Lily 

31  Baffin  Crescent  (10) VE    7-1576 

Swindell,  Carol 

117  Girton  Boulevard  (29) HU  9-7253 

Swinden,  Gael 

586  River  Ave.  (13) GR  5-1048 

Sym,  Nancy 

Ste.  3,  Plaza  Apts., 

29  Arbuthnot  St.  (9) GR   5-0761 

Tanner,  Frances 

301  Cambridge  St.  (9) GL    2-3938 

Thomas,  Catherine 

150  Woodhaven  Boulevard  (12).. ..VE    7-2487 
Todd,  Gertrude 

135  Bank  Ave.,  St.  Vital  (8,)  Man.  CH  7-4079 
Trimble,  Lynn 

233  Lamont  Boulevard  (29) HU  9-1514 

Trueman,  Martha 

179  Oxford  St.  (9) GL    2-9144 

Tucker,  Gail 

134  Handsart  Boulevard  (29) HU  9-5502 

Tweddell,  Mary 

103  Middlegate  (1) SP    5-1451 

Urquhart,  Anita 

756  Montrose  St.  (9) GL    2-7286 

Vincent,  Constance 

307  Dromore  Ave.  (9) GR  5-5902 

Ward,  Evadne 

Box  356,  Sioux  Lookout,  Ont 150-W-2 

Warren,  Penelope 

Birtle,  Man 305-R-21 

Watson,  Linda 

199  Langside  St.  (1) SU    3-4584 

Webb,  Nancy 

628  Waterloo  St.  (9) HU  9-9386 

Webster,  Elizabeth 

208  Brock  St.  (9) HU  9-1016 

White,  Dilys 

202  Handsart  Boulevard  (29) HU  9-5932 

White,  Meredith 

316  Laidlaw  Boulevard  (29) HU  9-2907 

Wiley,  Marilyn  and  Elaine 

395  Waverley  St.  (9) GL    2-7995 

Williams,  Madeleine 

44  Victoria  Crescent,  St.  Vital  (8)..AL    3-0924 
Willms,  Monica 

927  Beaverbrook  St.  (9) HU  9-8779 

Wood,  Allison  and  Peter 

80  Yale  Ave.  (9) GR  5-0135 

Wood,  Catherine  and  Virginia 

218  Waterloo  St.  (9) GR  5-4516 

Workman,  Sandra 

Solsgirth,  Man 329-5 

Yaremovich,  Patricia 

Ste.  3,  780  Wolseley  Ave.  (10) SP    2-7747 

ZlNK,  MARLENE 

145  Oliver  St.,  Selkirk,  Man 5927 
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ffimtth  (Etrlkge 


An  Institution  of  The  United  Church  of  Canada 

Affiliated  with  The  University  of  Manitoba 

Centrally  located  in  downtown  Winnipeg 


University  Department  —  Complete  Arts  Course 

First  and  Second  Year  Science 

Pre'Professional  courses  for  Medicine,  Dentistry, 

Engineering,  Architecture,  Pharmacy,  Law,  Commerce. 

Collegiate  Department  —  Levels  II  and  III  (Grades  XI  and  XII) 

Supplemental  classes  in  Grades  XI  and  XII 
(July  27th  to  August  19th) 

Theology  Department  —  Diploma,  B.D.  and  S.T.M.  courses 

Scholarships  and 

Bursaries  available  —  Manitoba,  Isbister  and  others  tenable  at  United  College 

Residences  —  for  Men  and  Women 

Write  to  the  Registrar,  United  College,  Winnipeg 
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't.Jnijtt'H  College 


THE  ANGLICAN    LIBERAL  ARTS 
AND    THEOLOGICAL    COLLEGE    ON 
THE  CAMPUS   OF  THE  UNIVERSITY 
OF   MANITOBA. 

•  General  courses  for  men  and  women  leading  to  degrees  in  Arts  and  Science. 

•  Honours  and  graduate  studies  in  Arts. 

•  Pre-professional  courses  leading   to  admission   to   the   Faculties  of  Medicine, 
Law,  Engineering,   Architecture,   Dentistry,   Pharmacy,   Education,   etc. 

•  Theological  studies  leading  to  the  degree  of  Bachelor  of  Theology. 

For  full  information  write  to  the  Registrar 


UNIVERSITY    OF    MANITOBA 


>t.  Safpt'a  (Mlttje 


DYSART    ROAD 


WINNIPEG    9,    MANITOBA 


(?44Kfcti*fLeHt4   o£ 


Aikins,  MacAulay, 
Moffat,  Dickson, 
Hinch  &  McGavin 

WINNIPEG  MANITOBA 

Barristers  and  Solicitors 
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As  members  of  all  major  Canadian  Stock 
Exchanges  and  with  26  offices  through- 
out Canada,  James  Richardson  &  Sons 
provide  a  comprehensive  investment 
service  to  all  who  wish  to  share  financi- 
ally in  this  country's  future  through 
ownership  of  Canadian  securities. 


James  Richardson  a  Sons 

Established  1857 
Serving  Investors  Across  Canada 


MONTREAL        TORONTO        WINNIPEG         CALGARY         EDMONTON         VANCOUVER 
VICTORIA  PRINCE  GEORGE  LETHBRIDGE  MEDICINE   HAT  REGINA 

MOOSE  JAW         SWIFT  CURRENT         SASKATOON         PRINCE  ALBERT         BRANDON 
KENORA        KINGSTON        GALT        LONDON        SIMCOE        CHATHAM        KITCHENER 
LEAMINGTON  WINDSOR 
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50  Years  off  Service 

The  year  1 96 1  marks  half  a  century  of  service  by  City  Hydro  to  the  people 
of  Winnipeg.  In  that  time  City  Hydro  has  grown  into  a  $65,000,000  utility 
that  is  recognized  far  and  wide  as  an  outstanding  example  of  successful 
municipal  ownership. 

CITY  HYDRO 

owned  and  operated  by  the  citizens  of  Winnipeg. 


(\ 

J.R.Stephenson  ltd. 

%> 

& 

^ 

ENGINEERS          AND 
MANUFACTURERS 

WINNIPEG     -      REGINA     -     CALGARY     -      EDMONTON 

CONGRATULATIONS 
GRADUATES 


ZJhe  (Broadway, 
3lori&t& 


House  of  Flowers 


A- 


TWO  LOCATIONS 

277  Portage  Ave.,  WH  3-0731 
Polo  Park  Shopping  Centre,  SP  5-8484 


For 
Skill 
Style 
Quality 
Workmanship 
Aftercare 


RAMSAY-MATTHEWS  LTD. 

103    Medical    Arts    Bldg. 
WH  2-3523 


RALPH'S  FOOD  CENTRE 

R.  Gatehouse,  Proprietor 


"Meats 
that  Satisfy" 


Phones:   GRover  5-6145  —  GLobe  3-3495 
671    Corydon  Ave. 
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Dominion  Securities 
corpn.  limited 

Established  1901 


280  SMITH  ST.  TELEPHONE  WHitehall  2-3413 


COMPLIMENTS  OF  . 


I  he  If  arent  Company  Limited 


120  GRAIN  EXCHANGE 


GRAIN       •       STOCKS       •       BONDS 

H.   J.    Bishop 
WH  2-6634  WH  3-4134 
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Compliments  of 

McCabe  Grain  Company 
Limited 

GRAIN  EXCHANGE,  WINNIPEG 


YOU   ARE   INVITED  TO  VISIT 

271  Edmonton  Street 

To  enjoy  a  most  delightful  adventure  in  delicious  pancake  eating. 
Known  from  Coast  to  Coast  in  Canada  and  the  U.S.A. 

OPEN  from  7.30  a.m.  to  1  a.m.  Monday  to  Saturday 
Sunday  7.30  a.m.  to  9  p.m. 


OVERSEAS  EDUCATION  LEAGUE 

Miss  Lilian  Watson 
Travel    Director 

STUDENTS' 

TRAVEL  SERVICE 

SEA     -    LAND    •    AIR 

Representative    for 

GIBB-MACFARLANE  STUDENT  TOURS 

Phone  WHirehall  2-2819 

240    Somerset    Bldg.  -  Winnipeg    1 


Rypp's  Pharmacy 

905  CORYDON  AVE. 

Phone  GL  3-8693  Anytime  for 
FREE  DELIVERY 
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S front  @tot6e&  .  .  . 


ALWAYS  AT  THEIR  BEST  WHEN 
BEAUTIFULLY  SANITONED  CLEANED  AT  QUINTON'S 


Phone  GLobe  2-3611 

for 


Evans 

Printing  &  Stationery 

Ltd. 

Commercial   and   Fraternal   Printing 

Office  —  Home  —  School   Supplies 

Office  &   Plant 

159  Osborne   Street  South 

Telephones:  GL  2-3535,  GL  2-3586 

Store  No.  1 — 103  Osborne  St.  South  Phone  GL  3-4589 
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Compliments  of  .  .  . 

K.  A.  Powell  (Canada)  Ltd. 

GRAIN    MERCHANTS 


GRAIN   EXCHANGE 
Winnipeg  —  Manitoba 
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&Mifcli*Kent&  a£  .  .  . 


W.  J.  SIMMIE,  C.LU 

Branch  Manager 


THE  PRUDENTIAL  ASSURANCE  CO.  LTD.  OF  ENGLAND 


better  Presses . . 

• 

One  of  Canada's 
collections  of  bette 

most  distinguished 
r  dresses,  including 

sportswear,  and  imported  knits  from 

on  view  at 

Italy,  Austria 

and  Sweden. 

BETTY     W 1 

T 

H  R  O  W 

LTD. 

Stafford  at  Grosvenor 

GRover  5-4115 

NATIONAL 

RADIX 

LIMITED 

"Your  Favourite  Record  Shops" 

MAIN    STORE: 

BRANCH    STORE: 

419  Portage  Avenue 
Winnipeg    2,    Man. 
Phone  WH  2-5423 

132   Polo   Park  Shopping   Center 

Winnipeg   10,  Man. 

Phone  SU  3-5013 
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Congratulations  and  Best  Wishes  to 

BALMORAL  HALL 

for  the  rebuilding  of  "Red  Ho 

// 

use 

and  all  such  present  and  future 

projects. 

H* 

ARTHUR 

PITT 

KENORA, 

ONTARIO 

British     Ma 

de 

Imports 

CASHMERE 

ANGORA 

LAMBS  WOOL  BOTANY 

SWEATERS 

FOR  MEN  AND  WOMEN 

Club    Sweaters   and    Crests    Made 

Up. 

Own  Design  and  Colour. 

^^S^^^hopf 

ib 

286  Kennedy  St.              Phone  WH 

2-5319 

YOUR  DRUGGIST 

W.  H.  RINGER 

PRESCRIPTION  SPECIALISTS 

Cor.  Lilac  and  Dorchester 
Phone  GR  5-1600  -  GR  5-4033 


COMPLIMENTS  OF  .  .  . 

%«lck  MiU  Qlvddi 

Phone  SP  4-5539       126  Sherbrook  Street 


Owned   and   managed   by 

Mrs.  F.  BROOKE  ARMSTRONG 
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COR 

OOR£ 


214  KENNEDY  STREET 
PHONE  WHitehall  3-2117 


Best  Wishes  to  the  Graduates! 


SMITH,  VINCENT  &  CO.,  LTD. 


919  GRAIN   EXCHANGE,  WINNIPEG,  CANADA 
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HARDY    & 

BUCHANAN 

(fao-cenceA, 

©      TtleaU 

167  Stafford  Street 

Phone  GL  2-2216 

Going  to  University  Next  Year? 

IF  so,  it's  wise  to  get  some  of  your  books  during  the  summer. 
The  Book  Department  is  owned  and  operated  by  the  University 
for  the  College  Students  of  Winnipeg. 


New  and  Used  Copies 

Our  Constant  Aim  —  The  Lowest  Prices  in  Canada 
THE  UNIVERSITY  OF  MANITOBA 

BOOK    DEPARTMENT 

WINNIPEG 


Compliments  . 

JAS.  1. 

MUNRO  GRAIN   CO. 

GRAIN    EXCHANGE 

LTD. 

WINNIPEG 

High  School  Graduates 


These  recent  high  school  graduates 
enjoy  the  opportunity  to  develop  and 
improve  their  business  skills  at  Great- 
West  Life.  They  know  that  the  train- 
ing received  at  Company-sponsored 
workshops  and  instruction  courses 
will  help  them  to  move  ahead  rapidly 
in  their  jobs. 
Yes,  there  are  many  advantages  in 


working  at  Great -West  where  you  will 
find  a  position  to  suit  your  special  in- 
terests and  skills  —  secretary,  clerk- 
typist,  IBM  operator,  or  office  clerk. 

YOU,  too,  should  consider  a  career 
with  Great -West  Life,  in  one  of  Win- 
nipeg's most  modern  office  buildings. 
Discuss  your  future  with  us  soon. 


PERSONNEL    DEPARTMENT 

60    OSBORNE    STREET    NORTH 

Telephone  WHitehall  6-9362 


THE 


Great-West  Life 

ASSURANCE  COMPANY  •  HEAD  OFFICE  •  WINNIPEG 
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THE  POWELL  EQUIPMENT  COMPANY 


AT 

GRADUATING  TIME 

The  Graduates  are  going  forth  — ■ 

God  bless  them  every  one! 
To  run  this  hard  and  stubborn  world 

Just  as  it  should  be  run; 
But  much  I  fear  they'll  find  that  facts 

Don't  always  track  with  dreams; 
And  running  this  old  world  is  not 

As  easy  as  it  seems. 

The  graduate  is  prone  to  think 

His  wisdom  is  complete. 
He's  but  to  ask  —  the  world  will  lay 

Its  trophies  at  his  feet. 
But  schooldays  done  and  work  begun, 

He  learns  to  his  regret 
The  college  of  experience 

He  has  not  mastered  yef. 

The  world  has  garlands  and  applause 

At  graduating  time; 
But  may  forget  him  the  next  day 

When  he  attempts  to  climb. 
Life  is  a  battle  where  each  one 

Must  seek  and  hold  his  own. 
He  who  would  rise  above  the  clouds 

Must  scale  the  heights  alone. 

This  is  the  rule  of  life  to-day, 

As  it  has  ever  been.- 
The  world  bestows  its  smile  on  those 

Who  have  the  strength  to  win. 
Beneath  all  outward  semblances 

It  looks  for  merit  true. 
If  little  cares  how  much  you  know, 

But  asks,  what  can  you  do? 
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It's  From  Biiks! 

Your  Biiks  Gift 

is 

Given  With  Piide 

and 

Received  With  Pleasure 

BIRKS 

JEWELLERS 

Portage    Avenue    at   Smith    Street 

and 

Polo     Pork 


GIRLS    WANTED 

Chance  of  a  Lifetime  Now  Yours 
PLEASANT  WORK  —  GOOD  PAY 
No  previous  Experience  Necessary 
GRADUATE    IN    A   FEW    MONTHS 


Here  is  a  remarkable  oppor- 
tunity. Modern  Hair  Styling 
and  popular  new  methods 
have  caused  a  great  short- 
age of  help  in  this  profes- 
sion. 

LEARN    BEAUTY  CULTURE 

We  have  positions  open  and 
waiting  for  our  graduates 
in  almost  every  part  of 
Canada.  Many  start  own 
shops. 


Write    or   Call    for   FREE    Literature. 
No  obligations. 


MARVEL 

Beauty  School 


Phone    WH  2-7740 
309  Donald  Street  Winnipeg 


Start  Now! 


Have  you  ever  noticed  how  many  people  seem  to  be 
looking  for  opportunities,  but  how  few  actually  seize 
them  when  they  occur? 

Inability  to  keep  even  a  modest  amount  of  ready  money 
on  hand  is  one  of  the  main  reasons  why  so  many  good 
chances  are  lost. 

When  your  chance  comes,  will  you  be  able  to  seize  it? 
Start  preparing  now,  by  planning  the  regular  purchase 
of  Canada  bonds  and  other  high  grade  securities.  They 
will  stand  you  in  good  stead. 


280  Broadway 

Winnipeg 

Telephone:  WHitehall  2-6166 


Wood,  Gundy  &  Company 

Limited 
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Compliments  of 

THOMPSON, 

DILTS, 

JONES, 

HALL  & 

DEWAR 

Barristers  and  Solicitors 

503 

1    ELECTRIC 

RAILWAY 

CHAMBERS 

WINNIPEG 

2 

MANITOBA 

Phone 

WHitehall  3-1577 

?&&u#f    —    ^efiaitt 

KUMMEN 

■  SHIPMAN    LTD. 

270  Fort  Street 

(2*K&iacfa*6 

—               S#?6tee*4 

ARTISTS 

PHOTOGRAPHERS 
PHOTOENG RAVERS 


BRIGDENS 


OF       WINNIPEG       LIMITED 


Notre  Dame  and  Langside 

SPruce  4-5471 


A    COMPLETE 

ADVERTISING 

SERVICE 
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Compliments  of 

VETERANS  DRIVING  SCHOOL 

Balmoral  Hall's  Driving  School  for  12  Years 


GRover  5-6511 

An  Excellent  Graduation  Gift 


Compliments  of   .    .    . 

ECO    EXPLORATION    COMPANY    LTD. 

#  Geological   Surveys 

#  Diamond  -  drilling 

411    Childs  Bldg.  Winnipeg,  Man. 
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410-412  Academy  Rd.  Phone  GL  2-9298 

Academy 
DEPARTMENT  STORE 

Specializing    in    Teen    Age    Wear 

"Shop  at 
Your  Neighborhood  Store  and  Save" 


MILLER  &  MILLER 

BARRISTERS,  ETC. 


J.   C.   Miller,   Q.C. 

Bruce  Miller,  LL.B. 

Bruce  P.  McDonald,   LL.B. 

Portage   la    Prairie 


PxeicxiptlonA 


by,  Muttay 


ANGUS    W.    MURRAY,    MODERN    APOTHECARY 

Stafford  at  Grosvenor        •         Phone  GL  2-2201 


R 


USSELL  MOTORS  LTD. 


HOME    OF 


WINNIPEG'S  MOST  EXCLUSIVE  USED  CAR  LOT 
730  PORTAGE  AVE.  OPEN  EVENINGS  PH.  SPruce  4-4581 
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INCORPORATED     2r?MAYI670. 


Alert  Young  Moderns 
Always  Shop  At  "The  Bay" 

"The  Bay"  is  the  store  where  the  tastes  of  young 
moderns  are  recognized  and  fulfilled.  In  every  spa- 
cious department  you'll  see  attractive  displays  in  line 
with  current  trends  .  .  .  reasonably  priced,  quality 
products  .  .  .  our  own  "Baycrest"  brand  and  other 
well-known  labels  you  know  and  trust.  Our  con- 
venient credit  plans  include  a  Career  Account  spe- 
lly  designed  to  fit  the  needs  of  young  people  on 
udget.  More  and  more  Winnipeg  people  are  shop- 
at  "the  Bay"  where  customers'  wishes  ore 
ys   our    first    consideration. 


THE 


70&oleteUe  (fcocete 


WINNIPEG 


Welteln  l4Jlndaia4,  Jlimited 

587  CLIFTON   STREET,  WINNIPEG   10, 
SPruce  5-0311 

MANUFACTURERS  ALL  TYPES  OF 
ALUMINUM  DOORS  WINDOWS  AND  SCREENS 


EDMUND  ALLAN 


L.   S.   ALLEN 
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COMPLIMENTS 
OF 
YOUR  INVESTORS  MEN. 

"your  best  friends  financially" 


I n vesto  rs 


V'UD  Gfl  0  ©Ott 


OF        CANADA.       IIMITEO 
HEAD  OFFICE:  WINNIPEG  •   OFFICES  IN  PRINCIPAL  CITIES 


THE 

FOR 
]M         FINER 
K                 FOOD 

1 

1 

A\i»>M 

"      ""■ 

Compliments  of 

DOMINION  BRIQUETTES  &  CHEMICALS  LIMITED 

Manufacturers  of 

HEAT  GLOW,  CARBONIZED   BRIQUETTES 

and 

COOKOUT  BARBECUE  BRIQUETTES 

HEAD  OFFICE:  510  ELECTRIC  RAILWAY  CHAMBERS,  WINNIPEG 
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AUTO-AID 
SERVICE 

PHONE  SP  2-8753 

SHERBROOK  AND  CORNISH 

MOTOR  TUNE-UP  AND  REPAIRS 


For  the  ultimate  in 

Sportswear    and   Dresses 

you'll  discover 

"WHAT'S  HOT! 

WHY  IT  RATES! 

and  "WHY  NOT! 

at  CAREER  GIRL". 


Career  Girl 

FASHIONS   FOR  THE  YOUNG   AT  HEART 


I 


FOR 

QUALITY 

ACCURACY,    EFFICIENCY    AND 

DESPATCH 

Phone  SU  3-7025 

HOLLAND'S    PHARMACY 

Operated   by 

CAMPBELL  DRUG  CO.   LTD. 

Maryland    and    Wolseley 

J.  F.  HOLLAND 

L.   J.    DAVISON 

T.  S. 

HOLLAND 

Pharmacists 

4^1  nr 

GIFTS  ARE  OUR  SPECIALTY.  .  . 

imports  from  world  famous 

II  Hostess    Accessories 

Phone  WHitehall  3-3939 

401  GRAHAM 

Opp.   Medical  Arts 

Polo    Park    SP  2-3332 

centres  .  .  . 

•  Rosenthal  China 

•  Royal   Leerdam  Crystal  (Holland) 

•  Royal    Holland   Pewter 

•  Gense  Stainless  Steel   from   Sweden 

•  Copper   (Renoir)   Costume  Jewelry 
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Gonadal  £.al<j&it  jbeaien> 

Dependable 

DOMINION 

Drug  Store  Service 

MOTORS 

• 

LTD. 

William  ft  ITIcKnight 

DRUGGIST  -  WINNIPEG 

• 

Two  Stores 

101    Sherbrook    St.    -  -    -  Ph.  SU  3-0151 

871   Westminster  Ave.  -  -  Ph.  SU  3-5311 

"Ladies'    Wearing   Apparel" 

•  TORONTO 

•  WINNIPEG 

del  peters  ltd. 

•  VANCOUVER 

701   Westminster  ave. 

4-alcQH. 

bus.:  sunset  3-6830           res.:  justice  2-5706 
lee  kepron 

Meteo* 
Mottanclt 

Mesicutiy 

Compliments  of  .  .  . 

Jlinc&Ut 

CLAYDON'S 

fylo+Ue+t&c 

HARDWARE 

4o*d  oj  £*Ufland 

PHOTOGRAPHIC 
ELECTRONIC 

Leonard  H.  Claydon  Proprietor 

^bealesu 

Sherbrook  At  Westminster 

77 


EDUCATION 

"The  rung  of  a  ladder  was  never  meant 
to  rest  upon,  but  only  to  hold  a  man's 
foot  long  enough  to  enable  him  to  put 
the  other  somewhat  higher." 

Thomas  Henry  Huxley 


The  purpose  of  an  EDUCATION 
is  to  teach  people  TO  THINK! 


ANITOBA    POOL    ELEVATORS 


^ 


LESLIE'S  STORAGE  LTD 


* 
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White  Cross 

Beauty  Shop 

Hair-Styling 
Cold-Waving 

.    Tinting 
-     Haircut-ting 

BY  MARYEL 

SP    4-6511    —    Local    641 
For    Appointment 

SPORTSWEAR 


Phone  WHitehall  3-4737 

433  Graham  Avenue 

Winnipeg  1,  Manitoba 


Compliments  of 


Huggard,  Lough  Limited 


INSURANCE    BROKERS 


WINNIPEG 


"Liked  So  Well 

By  So  Many" 

Secaude  eve  da  4*  atcuuf  jofo  4a  well 

62nd  Year 

\  NORTH  WEST 

Laundry 


ESTAB.  1699 


LIMITED 


Main  Street  at  York  Avenue 
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Betty  Nichol 

Fresh  new  approaches  to  old  problems  .  .  .  enthusiasm,  energy,  and  an  eager  desire  to  reach  out  for 
new  ideas  and  challenges  .  .  .  these  are  the  vital  and  important  gualities  of  youth  that  we  can  use  and 
appreciate.  We,  at  EATON'S,  are  proud  of  our  1960-1961  Junior  Executives  and  Junior  Councillors! 
Chosen  on  a  basis  of  academic  standing,  personality  and  general  participation  in  school  activities, 
they  help  us  keep  young  and  in  touch  with  current  trends,  fashions  and  needs  of  Young  Canada.  In 
return,  EATON'S  gives  them  practical  training  in  modern  retail  business  methods  and  merchandising 
...  as  well  as  actual  selling  experience. 


EATON'S  ■—   The    Store    for    Young    Canada 
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A 


RMYTAGE 

FARM  &  AUTO  SERVICE  LTD. 


Quality 


PEMBINA  &  CORYDON 
GLobe  2-6512 

RAMBLERS 

for 
Economy 


Value 


CRESCENTWOOD 
PHARMACY 


Complete  Line  of  School   Supplies 
and  Cosmetics 


1  1  03  Corydon 


Phone  GR  5-6562 


2  STORES 

AW'IdM^ond'rfuI  faVcs      n} 

D 

TO  SERVE 
YOU 

w 

255  Vaughan  St. 
Opposite  The  Bay 

THE(^S^^Mv 

Polo  Park 
Shopping  Centre 

i_    —  ^Wli^^tf^ 

Silks 

■      II.''' r  llfQ^i  v 

Woollens 

m  Z  BiTril* ¥l* 

Laces 

V  Iflf  ixrJt  11  > 

Velvets,    Etc. 

Phone 
WH  3-9255 

Winnipeg 
1,  Man. 

CROWN 


LILAC  AT  CORYDON 


One  Hour  Drive-In  Cleaners 
GL  2-4111 

WINNIPEG,  MAN. 
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WINNIPEG'S  FINEST 
TAXI   SERVICE 


©E©SVEMOE 

TAXI 


Phone  GL  2-5511  —  GL  2-5553 

COURTESY  and  SERVICE 
Two-Way  Radio  Communication 

Special  Rates  on  Country  Trips 


Compliments  of   .    .    . 

Mark  G.  Smerchanski 

Consulting   Mining   Geologist 
Registered   Professional   Engineer 

411   Childs   Bldg. 
Phone  WH  2-6323 


CONTACT 
LENSES- 

AT 

YOUR 
FINGERTIP 


KLEAR 

VISION 

CONTACT 

L  t  N  O  COMPANY 
OF  CANADA,  LTD. 


SUITE  815-SOMERSET  BLDG. 

294  Portage  Ave. 

Winnipeg  1,  Manitoba 

WHITEHALL  2-6385 

HOURS 

9  A.M.  to  6  P.M. 

Daily  Including  Saturday 

9  A.M.  to  8  P.M. 
Monday  and  Friday 
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Compliments  of  .  .  . 


&lC&t6*,ve*L  SERVICE  STATION 


3  Miles  East  of  No.  12 

on 

Trans-Canada  Highway 


Model  Railroad  and  Hobby  Supplies 


CCM 

Headquarters 

NEW  BIKES 

* 

RENTALS 

• 

SERVICE 


%.    ^00£^ 


The  Bicycle  Specialist 


614  PORTAGE  AVE  at  FURBY  —  Ph.  SP  5-9311 


For  Gifts  of  Distinction  Shop  At  . 


416 
Graham 
Avenue 

WH  2-0186 
WINNIPEG 


the  home  of 

crystal 

splendour 


Snell's  Drug  Stores 

Cor.  Queenston  and  Academy 

PHONE   HU   9-1155 


Grant  and  Niagara 

PHONE  GL   3-6239 

G.  H.  EDMONDS 
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MALLON  OPTICAL 

Telephone  WHiteholl  2-71  18 

405  Graham  Avenue 
Opposite  Medical  Arts  Bldg. 


WILSOIM 
EQUIPMENT 

SUPPIY 
COMPANY 


For 

a  Complete  Insurance  Service,  < 

zontact  .  .   . 

DALE 

& 

COMPANY 

LIMITED 

333  KENNEDY  STREET 

WINNIPEG                -                Telephone  WHitehall    3-6401 

D.  M.  MILLER 

SlMftl  4 

flower  shop 

4- 

495  el  lice 

avenue,  winni 

peg  2,  mar 

itoba 

ph 

one 

SPruce 

2-5564 
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The 

FAMILY  CAR  from... 
..  .PARIS 

SIMCA 

1     BEST   IMPORT   BUY!     1 

ECONOMY  -  ENDURANCE  -  PRICE 

DRIVE  IT  NOW  -  247  MAIN  STREET 

MtyCTyK^F^ty 

For  Highest  Quality  in  Dry  Cleaning 


DYERS  AND  CLEANERS  LIMITED 

TMLORS 
FUEEHEKS 

MET  LMJJMDEREIRJ 
* 


Phone  SUnset  3-7061 


Young  at  Portage 


Guy,  Chapped,  Guy,  Wilson  & 

Coghlin 

BARRISTERS  and  SOLICITORS 


Natural  Gas  Bldg. 
265   Notre  Dame  Ave.,  Winnipeg 


Phone  GL  3-4702 

GOLDEN 
River  Heights  Drugs  Ltd. 

PRESCRIPTION  SPECIALISTS 

* 
1436  Corydon  at  Waterloo 


85 


COMPLIMENTS 


Osier,  Hammond  &  Nanton 


LIMITED 


i        ...     Is';-  '''.•:';/'  *'«  -i 


86 


Compliments  of 

J\.  c4,  Qille&pie 

PRODUCER  OF   FOREST  PRODUCTS 

* 

Compliments  of  .  .  . 


^ 


HtMf 


SHOE     STORES     LI 


338  Portage  Avenue 


MITEDf 

Polo  Park  Shopping  Centre 


ENDERTON,  BRYDGES  &  WAUGH, 
(1960)  LTD. 

Insurance  of  Every  Kind — Fire,  Automobile, 
Furs,   Floaters,  Liability 


222  Portage  Avenue  Phone  WH  2-8411 


And  for  our  Supervised 

riding,  we  go  to  the 


Frank   Dopheide  Phone  VErnon  7-2571 


250  Kennedy  Street 

' c^-Lvcraui.  tns.  <^Afe.ivzi.t  in  \jai.nioni. 

Opposite  Medical  Arts  Building 
Phone  WH  2-4144 


MUMFORD  MEDLAND 
LIMITED 

Winnipeg  10,  576  Wall  St.,  SUnset  3-7187 

FOR  THE   BEST 
IN  MARINE  EQUIPMENT 

•  Brydon    Brass   Hardware 

•  Chris  Craft   Boats 

•  Graymarine    Motors 

•  Mastercraft    Trailers 


Phones  HU  9-3800  -  HU  9-4800 


DRUGS  LTD. 


ELIZABETH 

ARDEN 

PREPARATIONS 

• 

546  ACADEMY  RD.  at  LANARK 
WINNIPEG  9 


1       Compliments 

:              o/ 

P  1  O  1 

DEER     GRAIN      CO. 

88 


-  '■$•  :      ii  This  space  has  been  made  available  for 

oAutographs 

with  the  compliments  of  friends  of  Balmoral  Hal 


■••...-. 


-  (ZatpurtcdcttfottA  to  t£e  (puidciateA.  - 


H.  A.  LYE,  Q.C.,  LLB: 

MocGREGOR.   MANITOBA 
Barrister,  etc. 


Solicitor  for: 

Village  of  MacGregor 

and 

Municipality   of    North    Norfolk 


Compliments  of  .  .  . 

The  Drawing-Room  and  Co. 

DORA  DEMPSTER  LINDA  PITT 

LINDA  LEACH  MILLIE  SHANDRO 

DALE  McKEE  CECILIA  SMITH 

Easter  Term   1961 


it¥civltty  #    "Parity? 

BE  SURE  TO  ORDER  PLENTY 
CRYSTAL-CLEAR  PARTY 


ICE 


The  merry  tinkle  of  sparkling  Ice  is  a  sign  your 
party  is  making  a  hit!  Don't  disappoint  guests  by 
running  short  —  order  Party  Ice  in  advance. 
Delivered  in  waterproof  bags. 

CARRY  AND  SAVE 


Pick  up  a  bag  of  Party  Ice — 25c. 

at  any  of  the  following  automatic  vending  stations: 

Ferry  Road  &  Portage  —  649  Sargent  Ave.  —  150  Bell  Ave. 

430  Langside  St.   —    Lyndale  Drive  and  Gauvin  St.,  Norwood 

Salter  St.  at  Manitoba    —    Montcalm  at  Watt    —    1833  Main  St. 


ARCTIC  ICE  CO.,  LTD. 


